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All Part of the Plan 
by Emily Wintercold 


Chapter 1: The First Day 


"| know that laugh." 


Leia's heart sank as the booming chortle echoed around her and Han. She didn't know the owner of that 
laughter as well as Han did, but she knew who it was and what it meant. It meant she hadn't been 
careful enough. 


Sure enough, curtains fell away to reveal Jabba and members of his court. Leia briefly considered trying 
to fight their way out, then quickly dismissed the idea. Han was blind and shaking from hibernation 
sickness, and she could see a number of guards attending Jabba... and Boba Fett. She could probably 
take out one or two of them, but in the end it would most likely just end with Han and her dead. 


True to form, Han began trying to bargain with the crimelord. Leia just stood there glumly, knowing it was 
futile. She suspected Han knew it was futile too, but Han would try to talk his way out of anything, no 
matter the odds. And it wasn't as if they had much to lose anyway. 


Stupid. She should have just bided her time and waited for Luke. But the plan had called for her to free 
Han if she thought she could manage it, and she had... or had let her eagerness to see Han again fool 
her into thinking she could do it. With the cold benefit of hindsight, she realized that she should have 
known Jabba would not trust an unknown bounty hunter who just happened to walk in with Chewbacca 
on a leash. 


"You're throwing away a fortune, Jabba, don't be a fool!" Guards dragged Han off; as she reached for 
him in concern, two pairs of hands clamped around her shoulders and propelled her up towards Jabba's 
platform. She shrugged and squirmed against the Gamorreans as they pushed her forwards, sending 
her sprawling against Jabba's bulk. One of the Hultt's tiny arms pulled her head close to his gaping 


mouth, and she flinched. 


"We have... powerful friends," she managed, a tone of defiance in her voice. "You're going to regret 
this." 


Jabba simply laughed, and his enormous, slimy tongue slid from his mouth to slurp her shoulder. 
Disgusted, Leia turned her head away. "Ohhh..." 


"I'm sure," the Hutt murmured smugly. His maggoty tongue tasted the bare flesh of her neck, and Leia 
shuddered at the sensation of the slimy thing on her skin. She suspected she was in for an unpleasant 
time, and she would be lucky if getting licked by the slug was the worst thing to happen to her. On the 
bright side, it sounded like he didn't intend to simply kill her, which had been her greatest fear. Time was 
on her side; the main plan had always revolved around Luke, and if she could keep them all alive until 
he arrived things would be okay. 


"Gromo. Tukk. Gugg. Magg. Take this wench down to scanning, ensure she has no weapons, then take 
charge of her. | want her in my audience chamber during the day. You look after her the rest of the time. 
Make sure she's fed." 


Four of the Gamorreans closed in around her, and Leia started to struggle as their hands clamped 
around her arms. "Let go, you...!" 


"| recognize her." That rasping voice was Boba Fett. "The Empire wants her. They'd pay a good sum for 
delivery. | could arrange it." 


Cold fear shot through Leia, and she stopped struggling. "Do you really think someone as important as 
Jabba is going to give up a prize just for money?" she replied, forcing herself to smile. Her hand patted 
the wrinkled bulk of the Hutt. "He's not a bounty hunter." 


Jabba roared with laughter. "She's right, Fett. When you are as magnificent as I, you don't need to worry 
about every little penny. You can own beautiful things, like this one." His tiny hand touched her cheek, 
and she make herself keep a pleasant expression. "But it's a good thing to know. My last handmaiden, 
she didn't work out. | had to throw her to the Rancor! Such a waste." He gave a sinister chortle. "If this 
one won't fall in line, we can just make a profit off of her." The round yellow eyes slid down to lock on her 
own. "Understood, slave? 


"| understand," Leia said heavily. "I'll be an obedient slave." 


"Good! Now take her away. And get some air freshener in here. That carbon defrosting has stunk up my 
hall." 


It did smell bad, Leia acknowledged as she was led away. But no worse than the stench of the Hutt. This 
was going to be a trying few days. 


Still, she was far from downhearted or beaten. During her time with the Rebellion Leia had been 
captured or detained more than once, and her captors had usually been fairly unpleasant, ruthless 
people. It was part of the job, and while she wasn't exactly used to it, it was familiar mental territory and 


not the end of the world. Really, her prospects here were actually better than normal, because she knew 
rescue was coming and also knew that Lando was somewhere inside the palace, waiting for the right 
moment. The way she should have. 


She glanced at the four Gamorreans who had been appointed her keepers. They were grunting and 
chattering to each other in their own tongue as they marched her along; a language she didn't speak a 
word of. She tried to think what she knew about the massive green porcine species... not much, save 
that they were somewhat primitive, inclined to violence, and terribly strong. Not particularly a promising 
set of traits, although if they weren't very bright, that opened possibilities. 


They all wore a sort of leather, metal, and fur tunic that left their thick olive limbs bare, but hid their 
ample paunches. Each of them had a small metal pin in the upper front of their tunic breast, and Leia 
could see that it had each Gamorrean's respective name on it in Huttese. Likely to aid Jabba in telling 
them apart. 


"Where are we going?" she asked the one whose pin identified him as Gugg. 


In response, Gugg just gave an incomprehensible set of annoyed grunts and then shoved her roughly, 
sending her stumbling and nearly tripping. Gromo hooted with laughter and said something else, leading 
Gugg and Magg to laugh as well. 


Either they didn't understand trade tongue, or they just didn't speak it. They had obviously understood 
Jabba when he spoke to them in Huttese, but while Leia understood that language, she didn't speak it 
very well. 


"Where... go?" she asked again, in the best Huttese she could muster. This time, Gugg growled and 
delivered a painful kick to her ass, making her yelp. Obviously they either couldn't talk to her or had no 
interest in doing so. 


They proceeded down endless, dimly-lit hallways, going ever deeper under Jabba's palace, passing 
fewer and fewer people. Womp rats peered from the corners, and dark alcoves sometimes held glowing 
eyes that watched them pass with baleful intentness. Leia shivered, suddenly acutely aware that this 
was a very, very bad place. 


Finally they arrived at a small metal blast door. Thumbing the control, the Gamorreans waited until it 
lifted and then ushered her through. Inside was a series of metal tables, several metal frames with 
restraining cuffs, and a tangled rat's nest of mechanical devices. In the center of it all was a droid, a 
rusty, motley-looking affair of a make she wasn't familiar with. It had a humanoid head and torso much 
like C-3P0's, although with a rather more sinister cast to its facial structure. The bottom half, however, 
was a sort of oval held up by four flexible metal legs. 


"What have we here?" the droid grated. Gugg snorted and rumbled in his own tongue in response, and 
the metal head turned to look at Leia. 


"lam R-P1S, scanning and medical technician. You are Jabba's newest slave. As such you are an 
inferior being to me and will obey me instantly. Is this clear?" 


"Yes," she replied. "What am | doing here?" 
"You are being checked for weapons and diseases. Then you will receive doses of vaccine." 
"Vaccine?" she said, startled. "| keep up-to-date on-" 


"There are ailments in this facility that you are unlikely to have had experience with before that you are 
likely to come into contact with. Thus, you will be vaccinated." 


"Oh. All right." The last thing she wanted was to get sick before rescue occurred, but injections in 
captivity brought back dark memories of the Death Star. 


"Take off all your clothing and put it in the bin," R-P1S droned dispassionately. Leia flushed. 
"Can we have some privacy?" she asked plaintively, glancing at the four Gamorreans. 
"No. Take off all your clothing and put it in the bin." 


Maybe Gamorreans thought humans were ugly-looking aliens. Unhappily, her cheeks reddening slightly, 
Leia started to unbutton and unzip the bulky bounty hunter's costume she was wearing. 


It took a while. She was uncomfortably aware of the four sets of Gamorrean eyes on her as she became 
progressively less dressed. Finally, she was left standing in her underwear in the center of the room. 


"The undergarments as well," R-P1S told her. 
"Look, do you really need-" 


"Defiance will not be tolerated, flesh slave!" A crackling arc of electricity leaped from a projector on the 
droid's shoulder to her side, and Leia cried out in pain and staggered. "Remove all clothing!" 


"All... all right! Fine!" Rubbing at the red mark on her torso, Leia fumblingly unhooked her bra. The 
Gamorreans rumbled appraisingly, and she flushed in embarrassment as she slid down her white, 
Alderaanian-style panties, exposing her ass and the unshaven, tangled tuft of pubic fur above and 
around her labia. 


Magg made a comment, causing Gromo to squeal with evil laughter. Leia covered her breasts with one 
hand and her crotch with another, fighting disgusted humiliation. "There. Now what?" 


"Now you can be scanned," R-P1S said. "Step forward and put your hands and face into the appropriate 
areas of the machine." 


Pursing her lips, Leia walked over to the indicated apparatus. It was a tangled column of tubes, wires, 
and readouts, with a chinrest and lens for her face, and two ports for her to insert her hands into. 
Leaning forward a bit, she did, and was somewhat startled to have restraints clamp around her wrists. 
The machine beeped, and a bright red light suddenly shone into her eyes through the lenses, making 
her squint. 


"Scanning commencing." A hum rose from the machine as bands of red and blue light slowly worked 
their way across Leia's body. She stood there and waited, bent slightly forward. 


After a brief time the machine sounded a warning tone. "Contraband detected," R-P1S intoned. The 
droid scuttled up behind her, and she felt the cold metal of its hull on her ass cheeks as it reached for 
her braid. Her head jerked back slightly in the frame as its metal fingers probed through the woven 
length of hair, finally finding and removing a set of metal lockpicks. 


"Amateurish," R-P1S said smugly. "You should have used a patch of artificial skin." 

"Would that have worked?" Leia asked, without much real interest. 

"No. However, it would have presented a more interesting challenge." 

Leia waited for the droid to move away. It did not. Which in a way was good, as it kept the Gamorreans 
from being able to watch her exposed, out-jutting bottom. But its presence in her personal space made 


her uneasy. 


The machine finished its light show, and a tone sounded. "Exterior scan complete," R-P1S said. "Cavity 
search to begin." 


"CAVITY SEAR- wait! Hold on!" Leia yelped. "What do you mean by-" 


"A possibility exists that you have stored contraband in your waste disposal vent," R-P1S replied 
brightly. "Fortunately, | am equipped with the necessary scanning attachment. Hold still." 


"Now just hold on a minute, you-" Leia's irate words broke off into a gasp as something metal, flexible, 
and long pushed out of a port on R-P1S's hull, between the twin moons of her ass, and into her 
puckered anus. Snakelike, it slithered into her rectum, which clamped down on it in tense surprise. She 
winced in pain as her sphincter stretched to accommodate the intruder. 


"Scanning," R-P1S droned. Leia squirmed and shifted, gritting her teeth as the metal tube pushed 
deeper and deeper into her. The droid's hands reached down to clamp round her hips, holding her still. 
She could hear the amused hoots of the Gamorreans, and flushed bright red. 


The prehensile probe went still further in, and she bit her lip. "I'm not hiding any blasters in my colon," 
she said through gritted teeth. 


"Just being thorough," R-P1S replied, adjusting its grip on her thighs. "You have an extremely attractive 
rectal interior, by the way. It is very beautiful." 


"Uh... thank you." Now that was just... creepy. And it made her uncomfortably aware of how sexual this 
position would be if the one holding and penetrating her wasn't a droid. 


"| will store recordings for later perusal. Deploying sensory blisters." Leia sucked in her breath as the 
tube in her ass suddenly developed bumps along its length. Most of them weren't that noticeable, but 


one of them was pressing a spot that stimulated... her knees went a little weak, and she felt the droid's 
hands tighten a bit, holding her up. 


"How long is this going to take?" she managed. 


"Not long. | am very efficient." That was a relief. The combination of stimulation and discomfort was 
making her sweat a little. She hoped the droid couldn't pick up on what the interior pressure was doing to 
her, but the fact that it was a medical droid currently engaged in scanning her made that unlikely. 


The probe in her ass rotated, and Leia let out an involuntary gasp. That felt... she clamped her mouth 
shut. 


"Good... very good. Scanning concluded." The droid's hands pulled her hips back as it scuttled back a 
step, forcing her to lean further forward as she stumbled back with him, still impaled up the ass. A warm, 
wet feeling suddenly made itself known deep in her rectum, and Leia's eyes widened. 


"W-what?" 


"Administering vaccines anally," R-P1S informed her. "It will take a few moments to shoot my entire 
load." 


Leia flushed again, really, really wishing he had used different words. "Most medical droids use needles, 
you know." 


"Wasteful. Causes minor damage to the dermal layer. Can lead to infection. This way is far superior." It 
held her hips steady for a few moments while it finished, and then she felt the various bumps retract and 
the flexible probe began to slither out of her ass. Dripping a gooey blue fluid, it emerged from her bottom 
and dangled flacidly beneath the droid. 


Leia breathed a sigh of relief as it left her. Her anus felt a little loose, but she expected that was 
temporary. "Are we done?" 


"Almost. One last thing." She heard another port open, and then something small and hard pressed 
against her left inner thigh, right where her leg met her crotch. There was a brief flash of minor pain, and 
then it withdrew. 


"You are now printed with Jabba's sigil," R-P1S told her. "It is, of course, permanent. As you will remain 
his property until you die, that should not be a problem." 


Leia mentally cursed. It had probably stamped her with an ultradermal tattoo. They were notoriously 
hard to get removed... particularly given where it had put it. At least it wasn't where 99.9% of the people 
she met would ever be able to see it. 


R-P1S let go of her hips, and at the same moment the restraints around her wrists unlocked and 
opened. Leia straightened and turned; one arm covering her breasts, the other going between her butt 
cheeks to wipe away a glob of blue vaccine gel. The droid scuttered out of her personal space, his limp 
probe still ooscenely dangling beneath him, leaving a faint trail of blue droplets on the metal floor. 


"Stay there," R-P1S instructed. The droid searched through a storage shelf, and then returned, holding a 
metal collar with a glowing power light and a small readout built into it. "Kneel briefly." 


Unhappily, Leia dropped to one knee. The droid carefully snapped the collar shut around her neck, 
adjusted it, and then nodded. The collar beeped twice, then sat silent, a metal noose around her neck. 


"Someone else will attach a chain to that. It will monitor your biosigns, so don't think you can get out of it 
unnoticed." 


"The thought hadn't occurred to me," Leia lied. She was willing to bet it also tracked her location. "Can | 
get dressed now?" 


"Dressed?" R-P1S grated with a droid approximation of laughter. "Your clothing will be searched and 
then incinerated. The guards will take you to find something suitable to wear. My medical knowledge of 
your species tells me that you will suffer no lasting harm from spending a period indoors without 
clothing." 


Leia stared at him, then looked warily at the four Gamorreans. All of them were watching her with 
unnerving intentness. Keeping her one arm in front of her breasts, she moved her other hand down to 
cover her crotch. "May | go and do that, then?" she asked curtly. 


"Yes. | expect | will see you again, as | will be your medical recourse for the remainder of your life. Have 
the guards bring you directly here if you develop health issues." 


"Thank you," Leia said without enthusiasm, and walked past him towards the Gamorreans and the door. 


"May | comment again that you have a delightful posterior torso, and | enjoyed examining it from the 
inside," R-P1S said as she left. "| made note of your physical responses." 


Right... Leia walked faster, her cheeks once again reddening. Gugg took one arm, Tukk took the other, 
and they proceeded out into the wide subterranean corridor. 


Naked, she was marched down the hallway. Tukk held her upper arm in a fairly relaxed, not 
uncomfortable grip, allowing her to keep her forearm in front of her bobbing breasts. Gugg, by contrast, 
held her tightly by the other forearm, painfully yanking it away whenever she tried to cover her private 
area. The Gamorreans talked in their own language as they went, and Leia tried to ignore the looks that 
those who passed by gave her. 


Then, from the gloom of the far corridor, she saw Boba Fett approach. He walked up, seemed to look 
her up and down, and then rasped out a chuckle. "Such a pleasant dish to be threatening people with 
thermal detonators. This is far more your style." 


"Your style would be dead in a ditch, with a blaster hole through that fancy helmet," Leia replied flatly. "1 
doubt I'll have to wait too long." 


"Lots of people have thought that, girl. Most of them are dead." Again the rasping chuckle. "You would 


have been wasted on that Corellian. Now maybe you'll get put to some good use. You play your cards 
right, Jabba may even give you to me." 


"Dream on," Leia snarled. "The day | let you touch me-" 


Without warning, the bounty hunter's arm shot out, and his gun hand clamped round her left breast. Leia 
yelped, and then sucked in her breath as his gloved thumb rubbed over her nipple. He squeezed, twice, 
as if he was pulling a trigger. Then, with Tukk starting to make ominous rumbles, he released her tit and 
pulled his hand away. 


"| guess this is that day," Fett told her, amused. "Until next time, Princess." 


Fuming and speechless, Leia watched as he walked past them. He would pay for that, she mentally 
promised herself. She owed the bounty hunter, first for taking Han from her, now for this. 


Gugg shoved her, and she staggered forward, resuming her walk through the lower depths. It seemed to 
take a long, long time to get where they were going, and she was sure by the time they got there half of 
Jabba's palace was going to have seen her naked. She shivered in the fetid air and tried to hurry. 


Finally they reached a small door. Tukk opened it, and the group of them went in, Gromo shutting it 
securely behind them. It was dimly lit inside, but Leia could see it was a storeroom of clothing, 
ornaments, and fabric. 


Tukk released her arm and snuffled something in the Gamorrean tongue. Gugg responded immediately 
and at length, and Gromo and Magg nodded their heads as if in agreement. Shrugging, Tukk walked 
over to one of the many boxes and bales and began rooting around in it. 


Still holding her arm, Gugg began to steer her forward towards a large cloth bale. Leia eyed it dubiously 
as they approached. It looked to her like an oversized roll of rough fabric, not clothing or particularly 
promising materiel for clothing. "I think you have the wrong bundle," she said, glancing around. "Maybe 
something from those racks over there..." 


Gugg made an amused noise, and then suddenly heavy Gamorrean hands were shoving Leia forwards. 
With a shout of surprise, she tumbled onto the thigh-high bale, draped over it as hands held her down. 
"HEY! Let go of me! Let go, you clumsy..!" 


Rather than let go, Magg circled around the bale and took hold of both her wrists, facing her. As Leia 
struggled, she heard the swishing sound of fur and leather falling away behind her, and then felt Gugg's 
hands clamp around her upper thighs. With irresistable strength, he began to pull her legs open. 


With a cold stab of horror, Leia suddenly realized what he intended to do. "NO!" she screamed. "NO! 
LET GO! DON'T!" 


Magg and Gugg just snorted with mirth. Gromo was approaching her now from the side; Leia could see 
that he had already tugged open his tunic, and sticking out of his crotch was an erect, fleshy green penis 
with a warty yellow head covered with purple-green bumps. He was stroking it as if in anticipation. 


Screaming, Leia thrashed and kicked. It did absolutely no good at all. Gugg's hands squeezed her thighs 
eagerly, and then he brought his hulking body close against hers, his belly resting on the raised cheeks 
of her ass. She felt a hard object press against her brown-furred outer lips, and screamed again. "NO! 
PLEASE, NO, DON'T!" 


Leia's romantic life had always been stunted by her position, the amount of work she had, and priorities 
that put affairs of the heart a dead last. She had kissed and embraced a few men, but except for the one 
time she had eaten out Mon Mothma to get a plum assignment Leia had remained a virgin. She had 
planned to have Han be her first, preferably after a candlelit dinner in a resort somewhere exotic and 
private. 


These plans shattered into jagged pieces as Gugg's penis brutally thrust into her exposed cunt. It 
entered her, and briefly stopped as it met her hymen. Then, with a snort from the impatient Gamorrean, 
he bore down harder and it tore through her maidenhead and down her previously untouched hole. 


"NNAAAAAAAGH'"" Leia screamed, pain and sensation shooting through her. Gugg adjusted his grip on 
her hips, grunted, and began to vigorously fuck her with choppy, semi-regular strokes. She cried out as 
his thick cock began to slide in and out of her tight little snatch, the sensation of fullness and pain in her 
virgin hole almost unbearable. 


"Please, stop... please..." she gasped. As she did, Magg reached down, pulled her head back by the 
braid, and shoved his own lumpy cock in her face. Leia stared at the thing, at the dangling green 
ballsack beneath it, and tried to look away. Magg turned her head back, and then Gugg thrust 
particularly deep into her, making her gasp and cry out. 


As she did, Magg shoved his penis into her open mouth, cutting her cry off. Thrashing her head, Leia bit 
down on his cock. It proved too rubbery thick for her teeth to penetrate, and with an amused set of 
snorts Magg started to move his broad hips back and forth a little. 


Her mouth tasted of Gamorrean genital sweat, a flavour that was probably an acquired taste, salty and 
oddly meaty. She tried not to gag as it went deep, and tried to move it aside with her tongue and lips. 
That brought a pleased sounding reaction from Magg. 


Gugg continued to bang away at her pussy with stolid regularity. His broad belly jiggled against her butt 
and lower back as he took her, and his balls slapped against the top of her crotch. Leia choked back a 

moan around the meaty rod stuffing her mouth as the Gamorrean deflowered her thoroughly. Beads of 

sweat began to dot her body, and she made a low noise in her throat. 


Before very long, Leia felt Gugg stiffen and lean forward, and then a hot, spurting wetness erupted in her 
ravished tunnel. The Gamorrean pushed hard against her, his hands tightening, a high-pitched 
squealing noise coming from his toothy mouth. The jets continued, the wetness flowing through her 
stuffed cunt, and then gradually stopped. 


Grunting in contentment, Gugg slapped Leia on the ass and then stepped back, tugging his cock free of 
her broken-in hole. It slid out, and she felt a load of Gamorrean cum and her own fluids drizzle from her 
now-gaping vulva. 


Gugg stepped away, and out of the corner of her eye she saw Gromo move to stand in his place. She 
tried to scream again, but the cock in her mouth just left it as an appalled gurgle. Gromo grabbed her 
thighs, lifted her feet off the ground, and then slowly pushed his penis into her already-ravished hole. It 
slid easily inside with a squishy slurp. 


Gromo was not as big as Gugg had been, Leia quickly discovered, but he was a lot more energetic and 
imaginative. His hands fondled her ass while he fucked her, his smaller prick sliding easily through her 
tight tunnel filled with cum and slickness. Leia writhed under his touch, impaled on his organ and 
quivering as she was taken again. One broad finger went to play with her puckered asshole, and Leia let 
out a muffled moan. 


Her mouth was suddenly filled with a tangy, musky taste as Magg abruptly came. Leia choked and 
gagged as semen flooded her mouth, swallowing to keep from choking. The Gamorrean held his cock 
between her lips for a few moments longer, then pulled it free. One final spurt drenched her face as she 
gasped for air. 


Magg stepped back, releasing her wrists, and Leia tried to push herself up off the bale with her arms. 
"Get off me... ahhhhhhhn! No... stop..." 


In answer, Gromo just redoubled his thrusts into her swollen, sopping cunt. Leia moaned, her head 
snapping back as he grabbed her braid with one hand and pulled. 


Gugg now stepped in front of her, his limp prick still out, still covered with his cum and her blood and 
slickness. Taking her head in his hands, he forced his organ between her lips. 


Leia tasted the remains of her deflowering as her tongue contacted his shrunken member. It began to 
grow in her mouth; she barely noticed. Most of her attention was fixed on what Gromo's penis was doing 
to her clenching vagina. 


Again, the sudden jet of warm wetness deep within. Gromo squealed and squeezed her asscheeks 
lovingly, spending himself as deep inside her as his smaller organ could manage. Then he stepped 
back, slipping out of her with a squelch. 


Now Magg came up behind her. Numbly, Leia closed her eyes and waited. It didn't take long. Magg's 
penis was still half-flaccid from coming in her mouth; it slid into her as far as it could and then attempted 
to stiffen as it was rammed down her slick, tight cunt. It had little success in this. 


Magg growled and snorted, clearly frustrated. He began to hump her violently, slamming her hips 
against his crotch, making her groan with pain and exertion around Gugg's cock. His limp, soft penis slid 
through her tunnel, but it didn't stiffen. 


Finally, Gugg said something. Snorting and snuffling vilely, Magg gave Leia's hindquarters a final violent 
thrust, and then pulled out of her. Smugly, Gugg motioned to Gromo; chortling, the other Gamorrean 
strolled over and seized her wrists. Nodding, Gugg slid his now erect length out of her mouth. 


Leia gasped and wheezed, letting air fill her lungs. She didn't see or sense Gugg walking behind her 
until his hands fell once again upon her thighs. 


"Oh, please, no-" Her soft, desperate plea was cut off as his cock pushed into her dripping vulva once 
again. Leia wailed raggedly as the penis that had taken her royal virginity plowed her again, driving into 
her swollen, sticky cunt over and over. She could hear Gromo laughing as Gugg snorted and pumped 
away, making her moan and quiver as she was ravished. 


It seemed to last for hours, although in reality Gugg probably only managed a few minutes. Finally, 
though, she heard him squeal and felt his length soasm and gush inside her. He patted her on the ass, 
and then slowly pulled out of her. Gromo released her wrists, and she went limp on the bale, breathing 
heavily. 


Leia just lay there for a second, getting her wind back, Gamorrean cum and her own nectar dripping 
from her open snatch. She felt a low, banked rage begin to form deep inside her as she absorbed what 
had just happened. It was at that moment that she decided that she wasn't leaving the palace until 
Jabba was dead. Nobody did this to her and lived. 


She raised herself slightly on the bale, testing her unsteady limbs. She didn't seem to be injured, except 
for the soreness in her private parts. That was good. 


To her mild surprise, she realized what had just happened had been less traumatic than her experiences 
on the Death Star. Between the torture and the death of her world and most of her friends and family as 
she watched in helpless agony... no, next to that, this was nothing. When you came down to it, it was 
just a meaningless physical act. That might cow some women, but Leia had been forged of stronger 
metal. It would take a good deal more than this to break her. 


She saw Tukk approach her, and recoiled, bracing herself for another assault. Instead, he held out some 
pieces of cloth and metal. Warily, she took and examined them. It looked like a... 


She looked at Tukk in disbelief. "This is my clothing?" 
Tukk snorted, and spread his hands in the universal symbol of ‘what can | do, that's how it is’. 


Leia sighed. "Right." She eased herself up to a sitting position, and looked down at herself in disgust. 
"May | have a cloth or a towel?" 


Tukk grunted, and casually ripped a sheet off the bale she was sitting on. He handed it to her. 


"Thank you." She mopped at her pubic fur and labia, drenched with Gugg and Gromo's cum and her 
blood and nectar. It was a matted mess, but she got most of it wiped up. As she did, she raised her leg 
slightly to examine the spot R-P1S had tattooed her. It was right in the hinge of her left thigh; a cherry 
red stamp of Jabba's sigil with two small words in Huttese under it. 'Hutt Slut’. 


Yes, Jabba would pay. Sullenly, she mopped at her face with the cloth, cleaning Magg's semen from it. 
Then she began to fumble with the clothing she had been given. 


It wasn't much. There was a cloth-and-metal bra that looked uncomfortable. There was a golden belt of 
metal plates with a wine-colored loincloth attached. And there was an engraved pair of soft leather 


shoes. Leia put them on; it covered her genitals and most of her ass, but left the side of her hips and 
thighs completely exposed. There were two mismatched armbands and a hair ornament, both of which 
she put on. 


Slowly she got to her feet and looked around. Gromo, Gugg, and Magg where standing in a knot, 
buckling their tunics back together and talking and laughing in their oinking speech. Leia looked back to 
Tukk, who was watching her passively. "Do you have a mirror | can use?" 


He grunted an affirmative, and reached out to take her arm. Leia flinched, but his grip was loose and he 
merely tugged her to follow him. They walked to a corner of the storeroom, and Tukk let go of her arm 
and pulled away a cloth, revealing a large, full-body mirror. 


Leia examined herself in the glass. The outfit made it immediately clear that she was a concubine and 
courtesan. The disgusting connotations of that aside... which had just literally been rammed home to 
her... she thought she looked pretty good. If she had to be a slave girl, at least she could be an exotic, 
elegant slave girl. Ego aside, the more high-priced she appeared the more value her life held, and the 
more she could potentially get away with. 


Tukk gave an inquiring snuffle. "It's fine," she lied, catching his meaning. It wasn't, but it was probably 
the best she was going to get within Jabba's plans for her. 


The big Gamorrean grunted, and motioned her over to a chair. Leia frowned, but obediently walked over 
and sat down. 


Tukk turned and went over to a cabinet against one wall. There was a series of clinks and clanks, and 
then he walked back towards her holding a long length of chain. 


"What is that for?" Leia asked sharply. She didn't like the looks of this. 


With a shrug, Tukk snuffled a reply that was completely lost on her. Leaning over her, he reached out to 
carefully take the collar round her neck in one huge hand. Leia squirmed nervously at what was 
essentially a grip on her throat, but Tukk merely held it steady while he fiddled with the back of it. Taking 
the chain, he put one end of it to the collar. There was an electronic beep, a humming noise, and then 
the Gamorrean grunted and let go, stepping away. The chain stayed firmly attached to her collar. 


So, a leash. Leia glared at him. Tukk looked back, seemingly unbothered, and then pointed towards the 
door. 


"Right." She was all too pleased to leave this place behind. Adjusting the collar on her neck, she headed 
for the door, Tukk trailing behind her holding her leash. The other three Gamorreans were fully dressed, 
and they waddled out the door in a loose group around her. 


Again they went through the shadowed halls of the underpalace, passing Jabba's minions, hirelings, and 
prisoners. She got several admiring gazes, which she studiously ignored, keeping her head held high as 
she marched with what dignity she could muster, her long braid swinging behind her. They proceeded 
steadily upwards, until finally they came up a staircase and down a short corridor into Jabba's audience 
hall. 


The band was playing a pleasant, low-key melody as they walked through the room. The motley crowd 
of bounty hunters and courtiers buzzed with interest as she was brought before Jabba's dais, several of 
them amazed at the transformation of the menacing mercenary who had brought in Chewbacca. 


She could see C-3P0 standing behind the corpulent Hutt, next to his Twi'lek majordomo. The droid 
seemed to start on seeing her. "My goodness, Princess Leia!" he exclaimed. "That's a very daring outfit. 
But you pull it off very well, of course." 


Jabba rumbled in irritation, and thumped the droid with one pudgy hand. C-3P0 jumped in alarm, and 
then turned back to her. "Slave handmaiden, the mighty Jabba demands that you kneel before him." 


Leia wanted to tell C-3P0 what Jabba could do with his demands, but her mind was already in the cold, 
dispassionate tactical mode that had done so much damage to the Empire over the course of her career. 
Any Rebel who wanted to survive and prevail knew that there was a time to fight, and a time to pretend 
to be docile and loyal. Slowly, she sank to her knees before the Hutt, her head bowing in submission. 


Jabba gave a pleased chortle. "Good, very good. You are dressed appropriately for your new duties, | 
see." His wide yellow eyes lingered on her. "And you seem to have learned your place. Good. Tether her 
to my dais." 


Pushing forward, Tukk walked up to the front of Jabba's platform and carefully secured the end of the 
chain to a metal socket. That done, he stepped back, leaving Leia bound to the crimelord's dais by the 
long, clinking leash. The small, monkey-like creature Jabba kept as a pet scurried to the edge of the 
platform, gave the leash a mocking tug, and then tittered with malicious laughter. 


"Better," the Hutt said. "Most of the time you will lie up here with me, so you can be admired. If | keep 
you. Beauty without talent; well, it isn't enough. Can you dance?" 


"Yes," Leia replied, head still bowed. 
"Good." Jabba heaved his bulk forward a little, menacingly. "Show me." 


Leia got to her feet, and looked around. The crowd, murmuring with interest, moved back, clearing a 
broad space in the center of the hall. She walked into the middle of the room, careful to leave enough 
slack in the chain. 


Jabba gestured to the band, and they began to play a low, intricate, sensuous dance tune. She cocked 
her head for a second, getting a feel for the rhythm and the mood and tempo. Then she went into 
motion. 


Most of the Rebellion would not have met Jabba's expectations very well. But Leia had been raised as 
Princess Leia Organa, scion of the royal house of Alderaan, and as such she had been trained 
extensively under a dancing master. The intent had been to make her able to shine on the dance floors 
of any number of diplomatic balls and cultural festivities... but her training had been broad enough to 
allow her to execute the sort of dance Jabba was obviously looking for. 


She began slowly, with a subtle ululation of her body. Her arms went out, and then she began to slowly 
dance in a circle, her upper body swaying but straight, her lower body bending. 


There were murmurs from the audience; positive ones, she thought. She widened the circle, then 
abruptly broke it, skipping from one side of the room to the other, her gestures reaching towards the 
crowd. Then she spun back into the center, spinning, her arms reaching up. 


"My goodness," C-3P0 commented. "| had no idea she danced." 


Murmurs of admiration rose. Out of the corner of her eye, Leia could see two of Jabba's Twi'lek slave 
girls watching her with a look of professional appraisal. She danced on, small beads of sweat forming on 
her body as it spun in the warm, humid air. 


"Very good," Jabba boomed, pleased. "Now dance with your hindquarters." 


That would be about the disgusting slug's speed. Fluidly, Leia shifted her hands down to her hips. Her 
knees and back bent, and her posterior jutted out. She began a shuffling sort of step, her backside 
swaying. 


More murmurs, this time with a hungry edge to them. One of the Twi'lek girls nudged the other and 
whispered something in her ear. Leia ignored it and kept dancing, listening only to the thud of her 
footfalls and the rhythmic clink of the chain on her neck. Her hands glided down her hips and around that 
portion of the twin moons of her ass that the loincloth didn't cover. With the angle she was presenting, 
the fabric was bunched between her cheeks anyway, making the outline of her rear plain as she 
waggled it. 


The noise from the audience grew louder. Leia slowly turned in a circle, showing off what her owner had 
asked for. Now and then hands reached out of the crowd for her, and she had to quickly step away. 
Once fingers brushed against the bare flesh of her quivering thigh before she darted out of reach. 


The music finally came to a close, and Leia drew to a halt in the center of the room, breathing quickly. 
Perspiration covered her body in a glistening sheen. 


"Better than | expected," Jabba said musingly. "I think | made the right decision not to give you to Fett for 
trade. | am partial to Twi'leks, but a sophisticated being enjoys variety. Come here. Sit on the dais with 
me." 


Half-relieved, half-apprehensive, Leia approached the crimelord's platform. Carefully, she eased herself 
up to sit on the edge of it. 


Grabbing the chain, the Hutt yanked on it, sending Leia tumbling backwards to rest against Jabba's bulk. 
She fought back a noise of disgust at the feel of the slightly slimy, wrinkled skin on her bare back. 


"That's right," the Hutt cooed. "Just sit there and rest." 


Leia took his advice, regaining her energy while waiting for his next demand. It never came. What 
instead occurred was a long, dull, uncomfortable stretch of reclining next to the corpulent crimelord while 


the business of his court went on. The whole while she could feel eyes on her, spectators excited by her 
dancing and wanting something more. 


C-3P0 occasionally tried to start up a conversation, but Jabba always either thumped him or gave him so 
baleful a look that the protocol droid immediately quieted. That was fine with Leia; she didn't feel much 
like talking. 


There was neither sign nor mention of Han. She hoped he was all right. He had the devil's own luck, but 
he could be remarkably lacking in sense sometimes. 


Finally the day's business seemed to come to a close, and most of the court began to shuffle off. Jabba 
waved a fat hand at Tukk and Gugg, who waddled over. "See that she's fed," the Hutt rumbled. "Have 
her back here before noon tomorrow. Understood?" 


The two Gamorreans both nodded. Then Gugg stooped and, with effort, uncoupled her chain from the 
dais. Giving the leash a rough tug, he led her off. Tukk, Magg, and Gromo fell in around them. 


The five of them descended back into the underworld, walking at an unhurried pace through the wide, 
grimy corridors. Leia tried to figure out the relation her four guards had. Squad? Family unit? 
Clanmates? 


Finally they stopped at a closed power door, which Gugg thumbed open. They stepped through into a 
large, badly-lit room filled with long tables. At each table sat Gamorreans, plates in front of them, eating 
and drinking tankards of something. A counter at the far end of the room had a battered serving droid 
with an autokitchen behind it. 


With a grunt, Gugg prodded Leia forward, and the five of them went through the hall towards the 
counter. Curious glances followed them, but most of the Gamorreans seemed too focused on their food 
to do anything more than watch. Getting to the counter, Gugg and the others each snuffled something 
out in their oinking tongue, then waited. The serving droid bleeped, then turned to the autokitchen and 
busied itself. Before long it brought back four trays of food, one of which was taken by each guard. 


Gugg set his down on a nearby table, then returned to the counter and snorted something else. The 
droid beeped again, and after a few moments produced a dish full of chopped meat and some sort of 
cooked tuber vegetable. 


Gugg grunted in satisfaction, and took the dish. Giving Leia's chain a jerk, he pointed at the dish, then at 
her mouth. The message was clear: this was her dinner. Then he stooped, and placed it on the ground. 


Leia frowned, wondering what that was about. She bent and picked up the dish, intending to sit down at 
the table. A harsh yank on the chain stopped her. Gugg roughly yanked the dish out of her hands, and 
once again placed it on the ground. Then he pointed to it. 


Bitter understanding dawned. Curbing her anger, Leia slowly lowered herself to her hands and knees. 
Then, on all fours, she lowered her head to her bowl and began to eat. 


The room filled with harsh, raucous, oinking laughter as the assembled Gamorreans pointed at her from 


their tables and benches. Leia's cheeks burned as she ate, feeling humiliated and mocked. The image of 
the last princess of Alderaan and a leader of the Rebel Alliance on a leash, eating out of a bowl like 
some quadruped pet made her want to kill someone. Many someones. 


She was also uncomfortably aware that the ass she had just done her best to highlight was now hiked 
invitingly in the air, presenting, with only a thin strip of cloth covering the middle of it. She ate as fast as 
she could, hating the fact that it just made her look even more like a four-legged animal eager to devour 
the dinner its master had given it. 


She sensed movement behind her and tensed, bracing for the worst. Then Tukk walked up and past her 
head, and stooped in front of her. Motioning her back, he took the dish, straightened, and then set it ata 
clear spot on the table. Then he gestured for her to sit down on the bench in front of it. 


Gugg now rose, and angrily snorted something at him. Unmoved, Tukk grunted back. The two 
Gamorreans stared at each other for a while, and Leia could sense the room suddenly fill with interested 
tension. She glanced around for a spot to hide if trouble started. 


Then Gugg snuffled, made a dismissive gesture, and sat back down. Tukk grunted, and again motioned 
for Leia to sit. Shooting him a grateful look, she took a seat on the bench and began to eat like a sentient 
being, albeit a sentiment being with no utensils. 


As she ate, Leia re-evaluated the four guards. She had thought Tukk was the low man on the totem 
pole, weaker or stupider or of lower rank or whatever Gamorreans used to determine pecking order. 
After all, the other three had each taken a turn with her, and he had been busy getting her outfit 
together. But she didn't get a sense of weakness from him; quite the opposite. And that confrontation 
had not been the act of a lower status peon. Tukk clearly knew he had the status and ability to interfere 
with one of Gugg's amusements, and Gugg obviously took him seriously enough to back down instead 
of forcing the matter. 


Could Tukk actually have what passed for ethics among a Gamorrean? Leia supposed it was possible. 
On the other hand, he worked for Jabba, and she sincerely doubted anyone with a truly sound moral 
compass would do that. It was also possible that he simply wasn't attracted to humans, hence his 
non-participation in the rape, and didn't have any patience for games with the slave that Jabba himself 
had ordered him to look after. That seemed rather more likely. 


Either way, she felt he was definitely the safest of the Gamorreans as long as she obeyed. And very 
likely exactly the opposite when the time came for her to make her move. 


They loitered in the dining hall for some time. After they finished their meals, the four Gamorreans 
refilled their tankards and circulated through the room, talking and drinking with their fellows. Magg got 
into a dice game at one table, and Gugg got a rag and acan of foul smelling polish and worked on his 
axe blade while conversing with a group of drinkers. Tukk and Gromo wandered over to a group ata 
battered holo-projector in one corner, playing some sort of... trivia game? Musicless Kareoke? It was 
hard to tell. 


Finally the evening came to an abrupt end when a red light by the door switched on and a muted klaxon 
sounded. The Gamorrean horde abruptly seemed to break up, setting aside tankards, dice, and cards 


and shuffling towards the door. Her four keepers drifted back to her, and Gromo picked up her leash. 
Then, following the crowd, the five of them left the hall. 


They wandered further down into the underpalace, finally turning down a dimly-lit metal corridor. A small 
droid scuttled past, trailing the smell of disinfectant. Leia grew increasingly uneasy. Where were they 
taking her? 


They had passed rows and rows of doors, and now they stopped at one, no different than the others 
except for the number stenciled on it. Magg thumbed the door control, and they entered. 


Inside was a small, metal-floored room with four large lockers built into one wall. Spaced throughout it 
were four beds. On one wall hung a picture of a wild-looking, alien landscape, a Gamorrean in some sort 
of impractical-looking costume standing in the foreground. There was nothing else in the room. 


Tukk shut the door, and then the four guards went over to their lockers. The axes and tool belts went in 
first. Then all four began to strip off all of their clothing. Leia tensed, but they seemed to ignore her, 
focused on unbuckling their fur and leather jerkins and hanging them up, peeling metal bracers off their 
muscular arms and setting them on locker shelves. Once completely naked, each of them walked over 
to their respective bed and climbed in. 


Leia stood there, a bit confused. Had the door locked? Nobody was holding her chain, or making any 
move to do so. She could curl up on the floor, or lean against a wall, and wait for them to fall asleep... 


A red light by the door flicked on, and the overhead lights dimmed to almost nothing. As her eyes started 
to adjust, a computerized voice came from the ceiling, speaking Huttese. "Lights out initiated. Floor will 
electrify in 5... 4..." 


Electrify?! What the hell? Suddenly the metal floor seemed decidedly uninviting. The lockers were built 
into the wall, no help there. The only place to go was one of the beds, and she only had about two 
seconds to do so. 


Frantically Leia made a dive for the nearest bed, stumbling a bit in the dim darkness. She left the floor 
just as the voice finished saying "One," and heard a crackling noise as a sudden charge ran through the 
metal surface. Probably not lethal; she expected it was a modulated stun charge like most security floors 
used. Probably. She didn't want to test that hypothesis. 


Now, however, she was sprawled on a rather too small bed, half on the mattress, half on the bare bulk of 
a Gamorrean. She heard a squealing snort of amusement from her bedfellow; it was Gugg. With a 
sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach, Leia did her best to try and slide off of him and balance on her 
side. There was so little room... 


Gugg was having none of it. His big hands reached out to paw at her, pulling her even closer. She tried 
to tug away, and he simply got a little rougher in his attentions. She could feel his erection pressing 
against her thigh, and drew in her breath. 


The big Gamorrean started to fumble with the catch of her metallic halter. Leia squirmed, desperately 
considering putting up a fight; she could try and go for his eyes, or attack his genitals. She was 


extremely proficient in hand to hand combat, including the sort they didn't teach you in sport fighting. 
Unfortunately, that expertise gave her an accurate view of this matchup: Gugg was vastly heavier and 
vastly stronger than her, he was also a trained fighter, and she was in close contact with him, on the 
‘ground’, on an extremely small platform that she couldn't leave. She had no chance of winning this fight. 
At best she would simply make him angry. Coldly, Leia evaluated her options and concluded that the 
best course of action was simply to stay as passive as possible to avoid any injury that might jeopardize 
her chances of escape later. She knew what that meant for tonight, and silently made her peace with it 
as much as she could. 


Gugg finally managed to pull her halter free, exposing her breasts. Leia winced in pain as he crudely 
squeezed them, fondling the soft globes with little care for his own strength. That seemed to content him 
for a minute or two; then he let go, grabbed her by the sides, and scooted over in the bed, pulling her 
along. His grip guided her to to lie flat on her back, and as she craned her head up to see, she saw 
Gugg rearing up off his side to loom over her. The Gamorrean casually flipped up the front of her 
loincloth, exposing her chestnut-furred snatch to his hungry gaze. He grunted lustfully, and made an 
easy to understand gesture to her: Open up. 


Burying her deep core of rage under an icy self-control, Leia slowly spread her legs for him. 


Eagerly, he descended down upon her, his bulk engulfing her stomach and lower chest. He kept his 
upper body off of her by balancing himself on one hand planted next to her head, perhaps knowing that 
his full weight would crush her. His other hand slipped between her legs, grabbed his erect organ, and 
guided it to her vulva. The head bumped against her clit, making her utter a short cry, and then moved 
down. Snorting, Gugg lurched forward, and Leia gave a despairing moan as his length slid into her. 


Without further ceremony the big Gamorrean began to pump away between her thighs. Leia gasped and 
quivered, his weight driving some of the breath from her body as he repeatedly bore down upon her. 
She was still mostly dry and he was big, probably too big for her recently-virgin cunt to handle without 
lubrication, making his efforts physically painful. 


It went on and on in a sort of dreadful monotony. Gugg just pounded away like some sort of machine, 
the only variation being the noises and grunting breaths coming from him, and the choked cries and 
moans from her. Between the darkness and the sameness of it, she wasn't sure how long he lasted. 


Then, suddenly, Gugg lowered himself almost fully onto her. Her pooled, quivering breasts pressed 
against the flab and muscle of his torso as he brought his face down to hers. His mouth, ridiculously 
wider than hers and full of thick tusks, pressed against her own red lips in a lustful kiss. Leia gasped for 
air as his thick tongue pushed into her mouth, less concerned with his affections than with the weight 
pressing down on her chest and lungs. Her body shuddered and her mouth worked against his, an 
obscene parody of a passionate french kiss as she struggled to get enough oxygen. 


Gugg made one last, deep thrust and then stopped, holding himself deep inside her. She could feel his 
body quiver and strain, and then she felt the expected rush of hot stickiness deep within her vagina, 
flooding into her womb. Gugg made a high-pitched, ecstatic sound in his throat, spurted a few more 
times, and then lifted himself off her upper body, leaving her face and mouth drenched with his saliva. 
As Leia coughed and gulped air, he reached down and toyed with her breasts again, giving her 
now-hard nipples a tug and a pinch. Then, losing interest, he slid his rapidly-softening penis out of her 


gooey snatch and rolled off her, trailing a dribble of semen along her thigh. He gave a satisfied snort and 
then closed his eyes and went to sleep. 


Leia lay there for a second, legs still splayed, taking stock of herself. The brute hadn't broken any of her 
rips, which she'd been afraid of. She didn't think there was even any brusing. And her joints seemed 
fine. All and all, unharmed, so she'd achieved what she'd set out to achieve. She reminded herself that 
this was the important thing. 


A glowing bit of red between her legs caught her eye, and she sat up in bed to look. It was the brand the 
medical droid had given her, she realized. 'Hutt Slut’. Apparently it was fluorescent. 


Gritting her teeth, Leia lowered herself back down. Her thigh and the side of her torso rubbed against 
Gugg's sleeping bulk as she did so; they were in such tight quarters that she would practically have to 
sleep pressed against him. 


She wondered how Han was faring. Gradually, fretfully, with cum slowly dripping out of her tender pussy, 
Leia drifted off into an uneasy sleep. 


2 - The Second Day 
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All Part of the Plan 
by Emily Wintercold 


Chapter 2: The Second Day 


Gugg fucked her one more time during the night. Leia woke from fitful dreams of dancing to the 
sensation of the penis that had taken her virginity spearing into her cunt once again. She let out a 
strangled, labored scream, and then Gugg was pressing against her back, holding her by each breast as 
he lay on his side and enjoyed her once again. 


Dreamlike, she struggled more this time, moaning choked sobs. But sleep stole any real vigor from her 
limbs, and Gugg would not be denied. He came in her again, and then, having once more conquered the 
tight, swollen snatch he had been the first to break in, he went back to sleep, not even bothering to pull 
out. 


Leia lay there on her side against him, mentally and physically exhausted, his penis still lodged within 
her. When he'd shrunk enough she'd ease him out, she muzzily thought to herself. Just a minute or so. 


She fell sound asleep. 


KKK 


Leia woke gradually, to the clatter of gear being shifted and buckled. She was alone in the bed; Gugg, 
half-naked, was getting dressed at his locker. She could see Magg and Gromo as well, also getting 
ready. There was no sign of Tukk. He must have already left, she thought to herself uneasily. The stolid 
Gamorrean seemed to be a somewhat moderating influence on the other three, and his absence only 
heightened her uneasiness. 


Trying not to draw attention, she fished around in the bedsheets for her halter top. Sitting up, she 
shrugged it on and carefully fastened it. Her lower regions were a sticky mess; hopefully they would let 


her bathe before taking her out to Jabba's court. 


The Gamorreans finished their dressing and equipping. Magg swaggered over and took hold of her 
chain, then roughly yanked on it, causing her to stumble off the bed. Then he led her out the door, 
occasionally giving vicious tugs to the leash. The other two Gamorreans followed. 


They retraced their steps of last night, heading for the Gamorrean canteen. Magg jerked the chain at 
unexpected times, causing her to stagger; when she did, he would kick or cuff her, causing her to 
grimace in pain. The fourth time he did it, Gugg snorted something irritably and glared at Magg. The 
other Gamorrean glared back, but Gromo stepped forward, snuffling what seemed to be agreement with 
Gugg. Magg sullenly whined something, then looked away, backing down. He refrained from any more 
jerks or blows for the rest of the walk. 


Watch out for him, Leia thought to herself. 


They got to the door of the canteen, and Magg oinked something at Gugg, who grunted a laugh and 
nodded his approval. With elaborate gestures, Magg pointed at Leia, and then mimed going down to a 
crouch. 


This again. Leia gave him a flat, deadly stare, then, slowly, she went down on all fours. Magg thumbed 
open the door, and then gave her upraised bottom a nudge with his sandal, motioning her forward. 


With as much dignity as she could muster, Leia walked on hands and knees down the long aisle 
between the rows of tables, her backside swaying as she went. The front of her loincloth dragged along 
the ground, leaving only the rear flap of cloth to cover her asscrack and privates. Magg walked behind 
her, holding her leash. 


Hoots and bellows rang out from the assembled Gamorreans, and Leia flushed in anger and humiliation. 
What made it even worse was the fact that Gugg's dried cum still stained her upper thighs and hips and 

belly, making it obvious how she had been used during the night. Once again she silently reaffirmed her 
eventual vengeance, starting with the bloated slug Jabba. 


Finally Magg and his reluctant pet came to a stop in front of the food counter. The Gamorreans all 
ordered dishes of what looked like gruel, along with tankards of whatever it was they drank. Magg then 
had the droid bring a bowl of gruel and a bowl of water. He set both down on the floor next to each other, 
and sat down at a nearby bench to eat, still holding her leash. 


Leia wished that Tukk was there to intervene again. He wasn't, though. She sullenly walked on all fours 
over to the two dishes; then, resigned, she lowered her head to the bowl of gruel and began to feed. 


It was surprisingly good; she was hungry, and the bland porridge had been flavored with what she 
assumed was a Gamorrean spice of some sort. She wolfed it down like a starving animal, then turned 
her head to the water bowl. Bending her head, she tried to figure out how to drink; eventually, she just 
lowered her face to it and began to lap at the water with her tongue. 


She had largely finished drinking when Gromo stood up, took her leash from Magg, and gave her a 
familiar pat on the bottom. Startled, Leia glanced up, water dripping from her mouth. Gromo gave her 


head a pat, then gestured towards the far side of the canteen. Nodding, Leia crawled in the direction he 
was indicating. 


Eventually they came to a stop at a door. Gromo winked at her, then motioned for her to stand up. She 
did, hurriedly. The Gamorrean thumbed open the door, let go of her leash, and motioned her inside. She 
complied, and the door shut after her. 


The room she had entered was small, with a sink, a toilet unit, and an autotowel. It was surprisingly 
clean for the lavatory of a Gamorrean mess, almost spotless, and stank of antiseptic. Droid cleaners, 
Leia guessed. She looked up, and sure enough, clinging to the ceiling was a spiderlike droid with 
nozzles, brushes, and similar attachments. That was a bit of a relief, in more ways than one. 


She used the toilet, then went over to the sink and busied herself at it, rinsing Gugg's seed off her lower 
regions as best she could. When she was as presentable as she could make herself given what she had 
to work with, she braced herself and went out. 


The other Gamorreans were waiting outside when she emerged. To her relief, they didn't force her back 
down onto all fours; instead, Magg just took her leash and the four proceeded directly out of the hall. 


Leia at first thought they were going up to Jabba's audience hall. Soon, though, she realized that they 
were heading deeper instead. Where? She was rapidly learning that surprises in this place were almost 
always bad. 


A slimy tentacle reached out of a cell as they passed and coiled around her arm. Leia yelped, and Gugg 
growled and whacked it with the butt of his axe, hard. The being within, unclear in the shadow of the cell, 
made a mournful burbling sound and let go. Leia walked a bit faster. 


Finally they reached a rusty metal door. Gromo thumbed it open, and they proceeded inside. It was 
dimly lit, with a sort of greenish glow to the lighting, and she could see bas-reliefs carved into the rough 
stone walls, depicting... were those sandpeople? The floor was bare earth, and in the center of the room 
stood a rectangular block of solid black stone, carved with the same images. 


What was this place? Some sort of temple? Perhaps it had been. Jabba's palace was clearly old, a lot 
older than the Hutt. Undoubtably it had known other owners. But then why bring her here? 


Magg led her into the room and fastened the end of her leash to a socket on the altar stone. Then he 
slipped behind her, and took hold of both of her arms, his grip painfully tight. As she squirmed in alarm 
and discomfort, Gromo approached her from the front. Snuffling, he reached out and drew a big hand 
along her bare stomach. As Leia grimaced and looked away, he ran it up along the curve of her left 
breast, then began to fumble with the latch to her halter. 


Their intentions in bringing her here were now utterly clear. Equally clear was that she could do nothing 
meaningful to resist them. Leia closed her eyes as the halter came unbuckled, mentally preparing 
herself for what was coming. She had been through worse, and the important thing was to survive and 
keep herself ready for the moment to strike. If they mistook her for a cowed, pliant victim, so much the 
better. 


Gromo pulled the halter free, exposing her breasts. The Gamorrean bent and nuzzled at one of her 
round, firm globes, his big tongue teasing a brown-red nipple. Leia let out a shuddering breath, her mind 
pulling back into the dispassionate ice of a leader long used to sending people to a horrible fate for the 
good of the cause. You couldn't let feelings get in the way, even when the person was yourself. 


As he sucked, Gromo lowered his hands to her hips, sliding them along the exposed flesh. Then he 
worked at the buckle of the golden belt. It opened with a sharp, final snapping noise, and belt and 
attached loincloth tumbled to the floor, leaving her naked except for her soft shoes and armbands. Her 
bare skin looked a pale green under the strange light. 


Magg released her arms, and pointed at the slab. She knew what he meant. Without hesitating, she 
eased free of Gromo's attentions, then hopped up on one end of the slab, the chain round her neck 
clinking. The cold stone felt smooth and cool against her bare bottom. 


Gromo walked towards her, making unmistakable gestures. With calm acceptance, Leia eased herself 
back on the chilly slab and spread her legs. One hand, barely trembling, went down to part her labia and 
open the folds of her pussy. 


The Gamorreans closed hungrily in on her. 


KKK 


Bib Fortuna strode through the underpalace with increasing irritation. He considered himself an 
important person, second only to Jabba himself, and the Twi'lek majordomo resented having to check up 
himself on a pigsty of uncouth, unruly Gamorreans. He hadn't wanted them as guards in the first place, 
but Jabba was impressed by their size, strength, intimidation factor, and willingness to do his dirty work. 
The Hutt had imported a number of them, and liked to indulge their primitive whims. He believed it had 
even been a Gamorrean who had suggested acquiring the Rancor, a pet Jabba took great enjoyment in. 


Normally he would leave dealing with them to an underling, but the new slave was important enough to 
Jabba that Fortuna wanted to check up on them personally, especially given the squad involved. Tukk 
was reliable, Gugg was reliable if not overly bright, but Magg was a loose cannon and Fortuna didn't 
trust Gromo; the Gamorrean was too intelligent, too creative, had too little sense, was too prone to doing 
the unexpected. And Tukk had early guard duty at the front gate today. 


It had taken him nearly half an hour to track them down; he had finally resorted to using the tracker built 
into the slave's collar. He was pretty sure what he was going to find when he got there. 


Fortuna was not disappointed. As he entered the old temple chamber, his small ears were assailed with 
the sound of grunts, muffled moans, and rhythmic, wet slaps of flesh against flesh. The slave... Leia, 
was her name?... lay naked on her back on the altar, an equally unclad Gromo between her thighs, 
convulsing in the throes of involuntary orgasm. Even as her back arched and her slim legs clenched 
around the Gamorrean mounting her, she was busily sucking the cock of Magg, standing by the altar 
next to her head. Her bare, quivering body, flushed with her climax, glistened with a thick sheen of 
fucksweat. Other fluids dotted her body and the slab. 


The majordomo turned to Gugg, who was squatting naked on the floor, watching and clearly regaining 


his stamina. "She's supposed to be in the great hall by noon," he said disapprovingly. "| hope you hadn't 
forgotten." 


Gugg snuffled back unworriedly in the barbaric tongue they used, the one Fortuna could just barely 
follow. We'll be done by then, the guard was saying. Magg's really done already. 


Glancing over, the Twi'lek noticed a look of frustration on Magg's face as the slave sucked him. 
Someone is having trouble getting it up again, he thought with amusement. Then, frowning, he looked 
back. "She's not to be damaged." 


Snorting, Gugg made a dismissing gesture. Offer the slut a good fucking and she cooperates happily, he 
oinked. Just look at her. 


Fortuna did. Leia's climax was dying down, and her legs were unclenching, going a little limp. Her mouth 
continued to work at Magg's flaccid prick. Then Gromo moved a hand to her clit, and she let out a 
muffled wail, her back arching again. Gromo's pleased grunts made it clear that her cunt was clenching 
around his length, and he quickened his thrusts. Soon he was squealing and stiffening as he came. 


"A waste of an exquisite concubine," Fortuna said regretfully. She wasn't a Twi'lek, of course, but she 
did have an alien beauty that stirred his desire. 


You want a go? Gugg snorted amiably. Gromo's done. Magg ought to be done. 


Fortuna started to decline, then reconsidered. He shrugged. There was no real reason not to indulge. 
"Very well." 


Gugg stood, and bellowed something in a dialect so thick Fortuna couldn't even follow. In response, 
Gromo snuffled agreeably, then with a wet slurping noise slid out of his brown-furred sheath and 
stepped away, spurting a few last jets as he did. Magg was less gracious, glaring at them both in a way 
that made Fortuna a little nervous. Then he jerked his cock free of Leia's lips, and strode off to sit ina 
corner. 


Slowly, the Twi'lek approached the altar. Leia was lying sprawled on it, her chest heaving as she caught 
her breath, making her flushed twin mounds quiver and jiggle. Her legs were still soread wide open, 
exposing her gaping, swollen pussy and the gallon of mixed human and Gamorrean cum that was 
oozing from it to flow down over her asshole and join the puddle on the altar. Her tangled brown 
cunt-curls were matted and sticky with semen, and her mouth was smeared with seed as well. 


Fortuna frowned, considering. He wasn't going to stick his member in that sticky pot of disgusting, slimy 
Gamorrean cum, so that was out. Perhaps her mouth? 


He walked over to her head, and, bending, guided the end of one of his headtails to her lips. She 
immediately took it into her mouth and began to suckle it, her eyes distant and unseeing. Fortuna hissed 
happily as her tongue went to work; headtail tins were an erogenous zone for Twi'leks, and her oral 
attention was skilled and enthusiastic. He reached over to tease the hard brown tips of her breasts, and 
was rewarded with a deep moan of pleasure. He continued his attentions as she pleasured his 
chalk-white tail. 


Before long he found himself hard. Unzipping his pants, he climbed up and straddled her chest, putting 
his pink-white, semi-prehensile cock between her shuddering breasts. His two genital tails curled around 
the twin globes, squeezing them, forcing them together around his stiff member. Slowly, still tweaking 
her diamond-hard areola, he began to titfuck her. 


Leia continued to suck diligently at his headtail, the occasional carnal moan escaping her. The moans 
changed to cries as Gromo slipped forwards again, reached between her legs, and began to rub and 
tease her flared clitoris. Fortuna began to object to the interference, then thought better of it as his 
mount began to move and quiver, breath coming harder as she tongued his tail-tip with increasing 
passion, breasts heaving as his shaft slid between her shuddering cleavage. 


Soon her cries had become panting wails. Her body arched under him, pressing up into his crotch as he 
played with her flushed nipples. A deep, full-body shudder told the majordomo that she was coming 
again. 


"You were right," he told Gugg. "She is a bit of a whore." 


He thought he saw her cheeks flush a bit at that, but then again he supposed that it might just be from 
the orgasm that continued to shake her body as she sucked him and panted. He teased her breasts 
again, stroking them and pinching the stiff, erect tips. He was rewarded with her moans of pleasure. 


As her latest climax died, Fortuna found himself reaching the limit of his own endurance. He reached up 
and ran a hand through the alien but strangely alluring head-fur that covered her upper skull. Fur above 
and below, he thought idly. Why none in the middle? Then his body swept away such thoughts as he felt 
the white-hot pleasure of releasing his seed. Pale blue semen spurted from the end of his organ to 
drench her face and neck, and his genital tails tightened around her breasts, making her groan in pain. 
There was only one jet... Twi'leks came all at once... and almost as soon as he was finished the tips of 
his headtails became uncomfortably tender. Dismounting, he firmly pulled his tail from between her busy 
lips, and watched with amusement as her questing tongue licked away a bit of his cum from her cheek. 


Gromo stepped back as well, leaving her once again sprawled alone on the slab. Her legs were crossed 
now; Fortuna supposed that had happened while Gromo was playing with her. He turned to Gugg. 
"Remember. In the hall by noon. And she had better be presentable, or our master will have your balls." 


Snorting laughter, Gugg nodded. Then he got up and walked around towards the end of the slab. Leia's 
distant, glazed eyes tracked him as he went, and when he reached her feet she uncrossed her legs and 
opened them for him, exposing her squishy, swollen slit for his use. Gugg obligingly mounted her, and 
soon the sound of his lewd grunts and her forced yet physically aroused moans filled the room again. 
Magg stood up from his corner, hard once more, and began to approach her head. 


Shaking his head, Fortuna left. He was going to find Tukk and make sure the stolid guard headed down 
there. He didn't trust those three not to lose track of time satisfying the slut. 


KKK 


A bucket of cold water pouring over her head brought Leia back to herself. Coughing and sputtering, she 


slowly raised her head from the slab to see Tukk, bucket in hand, standing there watching her. 


Gingerly, she moved her arms and legs, then gazed down at herself. She was covered with sweat, 
semen, saliva, and her own slickness. Her legs were still open, splayed obscenely and offering her 
open, engorged snatch to any viewer. She closed them, noting a few minor aches but nothing serious. 


The events of the last few hours flooded back. As detached as she had forced herself to be, she 
remembered everything. Sitting up with a groan, she dropped her face into her hands. Leia had been 
prepared for them to violate her again. She hadn't been prepared for her body to take pleasure from it. 
Shame and humiliation filled her as she remembered coming over and over for the brutes, crying out in 
physical ecstacy as they made her shudder and climax. She had let them make her their compliant 
whore, and then let them know that she liked it. 


What was wrong with her? How could she have taken pleasure in something like that? Leia miserably 
pushed her face deeper into her clenching hands as she remembered what the Twi'lek had said. And 
instead of refuting him, she had continued to orgasm, her pleasure only heightened when he fondled 
and teased her quivering breasts, lustfully moaning like the slut he had labeled her. Tears threatened to 
form in her closed eyes. 


A heavy hand fell on her shoulder, and she flinched, looking up fearfully. It was Tukk, and for a second 
she almost started to lie back on the slab and open her legs. No, she thought, it wasn't a sexual touch. It 
was almost a friendly one, a sort of 'buck up' gesture. He was looking at her with what might be mild 
concern, or might be simple impatience. 


"I'm okay," she lied. "I just need to get myself together." She looked around the room, scanning for the 
other Gamorreans. They were gone. She vaguely remembered them dressing and departing, oinking 
laughter as they went. 


Had Tukk had her? She replayed things in her mind. No, he had come in at the very end and hadn't 
touched her. That was something, anyway. 


Get ahold of yourself, she firmly told herself. None of this was important. The important thing was the 
mission. Anyway, she couldn't control the reactions of her body to stimuli. Physical pleasure wasn't the 
same as mental or emotional, and it was the latter two that counted. 


Wincing slightly, she swung her legs off the slab and stood up. Immediately a thick mass of congealing 
cum oozed free of her well-plowed snatch and splattered on the floor at her feet, first in a gout, then in 
droplets. Leia looked at Tukk and flushed bright red, wanting to sink through the floor. The Gamorrean 
seemed unphased, though, and merely turned to fumble with a bag. He pulled out a rather ratty brown 
robe and a transparent canteen of water, both of which he offered to her. 


Gratefully Leia took them both, shrugging on the robe and taking a long drink of the water. Her mouth 
still tasted of Gamorrean and Twi'lek spunk, and the cool liquid helped get some of the taste out as well 
as replace the fluids she had lost. She took several more sips, and then glanced down at herself. She 
was still filthy, and the tattered robe had a V-shaped opening at the neck that barely let her conceal her 
semen-spattered breasts. "I can't dance for Jabba like this," she bluntly told him. 


Tukk nodded in agreement. He picked up the pieces of her slave outfit from the floor, then detached her 
chain from the altar. He gestured towards the door, and Leia nodded and followed him out. 


This time they went up, towards more traveled areas of the underpalace. Leia walked as quickly as she 
could, holding her robe shut as much as possible. Tukk walked close by, silent but alert, leading the 
way. 


Eventually they reached another door, a more modern, presentable one. Tukk handed her the pieces of 
her costume, and, releasing her leash, indicated that she should enter. Draping the light chain over one 
shoulder, she nodded and went inside. 


Beyond the door was a short, U-shaped hallway which terminated in a large room. Much of it was given 
over to group showers, with a sunken tub of steaming water at the far end. Another wall held counters 
containing mirrors, brushes, combs, scrapers, dryers, and other tools to control one's appearance. Metal 
backless benches formed a line down the middle. Standing under the showers were two female Twi'lek, 
one a blue-green in color, the other the same chalk-white as Jabba's majordomo. They had been talking, 
but broke off and turned to look as Leia entered. 


"You're the new girl," the blue-green one said in a friendly tone. "Hi. I'm Trischa Secura, and this is Lyn 
Me." 


"We saw you dance," Lyn said. "You're pretty good." 


"Thank you. I'm Leia," Leia replied. She recognized them now; they were the two dancers she had seen 
sizing her up during her performance. "Is this room..." 


"Showers and prep area for the dancers," Trischa replied. "You'll be here fairly regularly. Feel free to join 
us, you look a little..." she trailed delicately off. 


Leia wordlessly nodded, and set the pieces of her outfit down on a counter. Then she quietly doffed her 
robe, and stepped naked under the spray. The water was lukewarm and fell wonderful on her tired body; 
she picked up a disposable sponge from a dispenser and began to scrub herself clean of the filth of sex. 


The Twi'leks watched her for a while. "The boys give you a workout today?" Trischa asked 
sympathetically. 


Leia just glanced at her with a flat stare. 


The Twi'lek shook her head. "Love, we've all been there. We're slaves. Pretty female slaves. In a place 
like this. We know all about it." 


Nodding, Leia looked away. "| don't see any need to dwell on it." 


"Dwell on it, no. But you better come to terms with it, because it's going to be part of your life from now 
on." Trischa shook her head. "The sooner you accept that, the better." 


"What do you care?" Leia replied evenly, fighting back anger. 


"| care because you replaced a girl called Oola, who | liked and who was a great dancer, and who never 
came to terms with it. And eventually she snapped, in front of Jabba. And he fed her to a monster who 
ate her alive, screaming, while we all watched." Trischa's voice was quiet and sad. "That's why | care." 


The anger drained away. "Sorry," Leia said, nodding slightly. "| do not plan on snapping. | don't snap 
easily. But how you can come to terms with it..." She shook her head. 


"It varies. | just pretend it's happening to someone else, nothing to do with me. Not a perfect solution, but 
it works. Lyn here, she managed to convince herself that if you can't beat em, join em." 


"| like cock," Lyn told her cheerfully. "I take all comers. You can't rape the willing." 
Leia just stared at her. Lyn winked, and made a salacious face. Trischa sighed. 


"| don't think that's going to be my solution," Leia finally said, a bit of black humor entering her voice. "No 
offense." 


"None taken," Lyn Me assured her. "It's not for everyone." 


"Right." Leia resumed scrubbing. "| notice neither of you have one of these." She gave her chain a clink. 
"Is there a reason for that?" 


"We're broken in, and not the Bloated One's current prize pet. So we just have the collars." Trischa 
fingered the metal loop around her neck. "You'll probably get there eventually, once the slug replaces 
you on his throne. Maybe not, though. You seem more... action-oriented than us." 


Leia nodded. That was about what she had expected. "Do you get to room by yourselves?" 
"No." Trischa shook her head. "| share Bib Fortuna's bed. Lyn sort of..." 


"| have a number of gentlemen whom | take turns with," Lyn broke in. "None of them is Fortuna, who 
frankly is one of the worst pieces of slime in this hole, even if he is a southeastern continent Twi'lek like 
myself." 


"| know, but he's powerful,” Trischa replied unhappily. "And a lot of the time he comes to bed too tired to 
do anything but fall asleep." She glanced at Leia. "A word of advice, love. Find a protector. They won't 
be able to save you from Jabba's whims, but if they're formidable enough they can keep you from being 
everyone's girl." 


"Right." Leia continued to scrub, working at her lower regions. Gingerly she cleaned her tender petals, 
wincing and quivering slightly as the warm water washed them clean, an almost sensuous feeling. 


"Your fur is amazing," Lyn commented, watching her. "It's so strange how you have it on your head and 
your genitals, but nowhere else. And some of your species don't have genital fur. Is that a regional 
difference, like how Trischa is a different color than me because she's from the ocean states?" 


Leia had to chuckle at that. "No. It's... it's a matter of shaving. Every adult human female is naturally 
hairy there, but some of them shave part or all of it. Mostly the ones who are going to be wearing skimpy 
clothing over that area, or the ones who are regularly sexually active and don't want the hair in the way." 


Lyn nodded. "Oh, okay. Yeah, that does seem a bit awkward. So are you going to start shaving, now 
that things are like they are?" 


"No, I..." Leia stopped, frowning. She'd never seen a need to shave or even trim her pubic bush, but now 
that she was having daily, extensive bouts of sex with multiple partners she was painfully aware of how 
hard it was to keep a tangled shock of fur from becoming and staying a matted, sticky, smelly mess. 
Maybe shaving would be a good idea until this was over and she was on her way off this planet. "| guess 
| probably should." 


"There's tools for that over at the counters." Lyn Me reached out and felt Leia's long braid, exclaiming in 
admiration. "Oh, this is clever, how you wove it like this! And it's so soft. I'm jealous." 


"Thanks. | like your headtails," Leia replied politely. "Have you both always been dancers?" 


"Oh no. | was a scholar of the social ideology and mass movements of the Fifth Central Twi'lek 
Republic," Lyn Me said. "| had just finished my first year as a professor when the Empire decided that 
sort of thing was useless and sold me offworld as a slave. So here | am." 


Leia flushed very slightly, feeling a little annoyed with herself for having dismissed the woman as just a 
pretty piece of ass who fucked anything that was offered her. She knew that to get a professorship on 
the Twi'lek homeworld of Ryloth, you had to be highly intelligent and extremely hardworking; in the days 
of the Republic, Ryloth's centers of academia had been renowned and almost entirely merit-based, with 
fierce competition. "You learned to dance?" 


"| did. And sing. I'm sort of holding out hope Max Rebo takes me with him when his contract's up. I've 
been giving him plenty of extra incentive." Lyn giggled. "Musicians have great hands and lots of 
stamina." 


"I've always been a dancer," Trischa said. "Not this kind, though. | was a priestess, and part of my job 
was to perform the sacred dances in the surf, during the high festivals. It was a holy thing, bringing the 
community the purification of the sea. The Secura family has always been spiritual in our leanings. One 
of my aunts was a Jedi Knight." She shook her head. "The Empire didn't see a need for any of that 
either." 


"The Empire won't last forever," Leia told her. "Someday, you'll be able to do the sacred dances again." 


Trischa laughed and shook her head. "Even if Jabba let me go tomorrow and the Empire evaporated like 
smoke, | never could. To be a priestess, you have to be a virgin. They've taken that from me forever. I'm 
just Trischa the dancer, now." 


Leia nodded, a fresh sense of resolve filling her. There was a strong part of her -- perhaps the very 
strongest part -- that refused to stand by and let evil and tyranny prevail. Even if that meant dooming 
herself to a life of suffering, of being constantly hunted, of pain and grief and hardship. Even if the 


Empire was, in the end, too strong to be overcome. Whatever happened, she had long ago decided that 
she would sacrifice everything she loved and die in torment rather than live on peacefully and have to 
confess to her children, in old age, "I saw it happen and | did nothing." That was a shame for the weak 
and the cowardly to bear, and Leia was neither. 


Jabba wasn't a part of the Empire, but he was a part of the same disease, of the strong abusing the 
weak. That was a disease that Leia had dedicated everything to exterminating, no matter the personal 
cost. She had been feeling sorry for herself more than was usual for her, she realized. It was 
understandable, given this new and very intimate form of struggle, but it had to stop. 


She finished her scrubbing in silence, then walked over to the autotowel and let the water be dried from 
her dripping body. When it was done and she was dry, she felt vastly better. Heading over to the 
counters, she fixed her hair, adjusting the ornaments and making sure everything was in place. Then 
she picked up an energy razor and looked down at herself, frowning. 


"You want me to do that?" Trischa offered. "Seems a bit awkward to handle yourself. And | do a full-body 
shave of Heeth-Quee at the start of every summer; the poor dear gets miserable in that shaggy pelt of 
hers during the hot season on this rock." 

"Yes, thank you," Leia replied. She'd rather do it herself, but the location made that impractical. 

"All right. Hand me the razor and lie yourself down on one of those benches." Trischa took the device 
from her, and waited until Leia had uncomfortably settled herself on the hard metal bench. She turned it 


on and it began to hum. "You want it all off?" 


"Hmm... leave a little strip at the top, half an inch over the hood." That shouldn't be too hard to clean, 
and Leia's pride drew the line at looking like a pre-pubsecent schoolgirl. 


"All right." Trischa bent over her, and began to deftly draw the energy razor over Leia's pubic mound. 
The princess flinched at bit at the unfamiliar sensation, but quickly relaxed. The Twi'lek's hands were 
deft, and she quickly denuded most of the upper mound of hair, leaving only a thin vertical strip which 
she styled into a diamond shape. Then she moved lower. "I need you to spread your legs a bit, love." 


That seemed to be what everyone wanted from her, Leia thought with wry amusement. She complied, 
and Trischa ran the humming razor along her lower pubic area, and then onto her outer lips. 


Leia sucked in her breath as the humming razor glided over a still-sensitive labia. The sensations she 
was getting were not ones generally associated with shaving. She began to perspire slightly. 


Trischa noticed and smiled at her. "Doing okay, love?" 
"Yes," Leia managed, trying not to make it sound like a gasp. Maybe a ittle too okay for comfort. 
"Good." Trischa finished her lips, and then moved to trim the fringe of hair right at the hood of her... 


"Ohhhh." The faint moan escaped Leia's mouth before she could stop it, and she flushed. Trischa's 
smile widened, but otherwise she ignored it and just went on with her work. 


Lyn Me, on the other hand, came over, sat by Leia's head, and began to play with her braid. "You look 
really cute when your skin changes color like that." 


"|, uh..." Leia found herself at a bit of a loss. The energy razor finished at her hood, and she breathed a 
sigh of relief. Then it dipped back down to the space between her pussy and her anus, and Leia gasped 
again. "Oh. That... oh." 


Lyn Me giggled. Trischa worked steadily on, and finally withdrew the razor. Turning it off, she patted 
Leia's thigh. "There. That wasn't so bad, was it, love?" 


"N-No." She was wet. And she was positive Trischa knew it. "Thank you." Pushing herself up on the 
bench, she stared down at her naked, uncovered labia. It felt odd; chilly and strange. She had to admit 
that she did like the way the diamond strip of fur looked over her pussy, though. "You did a good job." 


"You're welcome." Trischa glanced up at the chronometer on one wall. "We'd better get dressed. All of 
us need to be in the main hall in a few minutes." 


"Right." Leia stood, and quickly got into her skimpy outfit. "I'm sure we'll see more of each other." 


"| think we've seen nearly all there is to see of each other," Lyn Me teased. "That's the nature of group 
showers." 


Leia shook her head. "Is she always this way, Trischa?" 
"Yes." The ex-priestess laughed. "Sometimes worse." 


"Right." Waving, Leia left the two to finish dressing and walked out to the hall. Tukk was still standing 
there, but he'd been joined by the other three Gamorreans. He gave her a look of what she thought was 
deep relief as she emerged, and quickly took her leash and motioned her on. She complied, and the five 
of them walked quickly up through the palace to Jabba's audience chamber. 


They arrived a few minutes before court was to begin. Jabba was already in position on the dais, and he 
glanced at them as they hurried up to the platform. "Ahhh, just in time," he rumbled, a dangerous 
undertone to his greeting. Tukk hastened to secure the end of the chain to the dais, and Jabba motioned 
to a soft rug in front of him piled with a few small cushions. "Sit here, pretty dancer. Sit and show 
yourself to my guests." 


"Yes, master." She climbed up onto the platform and reclined on the rug, propping the pillows around 
her. 


"Good." Jabba ran a slimy hand along her thigh, and she repressed a shudder. "Now just relax and be 
decorative." 


The assorted collection of scum that populated Jabba's court came filtering in. The band lurched into 
place, looking hung over, and began a warm-up number. She could see Trischa and Lyn Me on the 
periphery, and over in a corner Boba Fett. 


And then very little happened. The band played song after song. Lyn Me frequently was one of the 
backup singers. From time to time people would come up to Jabba with a request or a piece of news, 
carefully gatekeepered by Bib Fortuna, and would either be rewarded or dismissed... or in one case, 
dragged away screaming to an unknown fate. The crowd watched, played cards or dice, or just listened 
to the music. A few times Jabba called for Trischa or one of the other dancers to perform, but never 
Leia. 


She just reclined on her rug and half-dozed, regaining her strength. At one point she had almost drifted 
off when she felt a sudden draft on her pelvis; her eyes shot open to see that Jabba's horrible little 
monkey-lizard pet had flipped up the front of her loincloth. With a strangled yelp she yanked it closed, 
causing the creature to burst into peals of malicious laughter. 


For the rest of the afternoon, whenever her eyes started to close, the wretched thing would tug it up 
again. Jabba seemed to find this endlessly amusing. Leia found it much less so. She silently wished she 
could strangle the little monster. 


Finally court wound to a close. As the crowd filtered out, Jabba motioned the guards over. "Same time 
tomorrow," he told them. Then, slightly ominously, "Or maybe a little earlier." 


The Gamorreans nearly fell all over themselves in agreement. Gugg unhooked her leash, and they beat 
a hasty retreat. 


As she expected, they proceeded directly to the canteen. They stopped at the door, and Magg snorted 
something. Tukk made a hostile noise in his throat, and then all four Gamorreans proceeded to bicker as 
Leia watched uncomprehendingly. 


Finally Gugg said something final-sounding. Tukk slowly nodded, and Gugg turned to her and pointed at 
the floor. Unhappily, Leia got down on all fours, and walked into the mess, her leash trailing behind her. 


This time she didn't get much attention. She crawled down the aisle, her newly-shaved pussy making 
her feel even more exposed in her swaying rump. They reached the counter, and she looked up at her 
owners, feeling for all the world like a dog waiting to be fed. If | had a tail, I'd be wagging it, she thought 
bitterly. 


Instead, the Gamoreans ordered five platters of food, and set each of them on the nearby table. With a 
disgusted snort, Gugg motioned her to stand up and sit. Surprised but unwilling to question this good 
fortune, Leia did. 


The food wasn't to her taste, but she was hungry, and at least it wasn't a pair of bowls on the floor. She 
ate ravenously. Tukk got up, went over to the counter, and handed over a credstick. After waiting a 
while, he was handed a small plate, which he brought over and handed to her with an apologetic look. 


It was a small honey tart. Leia nodded to him and bit into it, finding it delicious. As she chewed, the 
argument outside became clearer; Tukk hadn't wanted her on the floor, the others had. They'd 
compromised and she'd walked to the counter like an animal, but then been allowed to eat like a person. 
The tart was by way of apology for the former. Maybe he had something approaching a sense of 


decency. 


Or maybe Tukk had just had the shit scared out of him by Jabba and had resolved to make sure she 
stayed in top shape and got to his audience hall on time. 


Leia sighed and finished eating. Either way, the tart was good. She licked honey from her lips, and then 
waited for the others. 


As they had last time, the four Gamorreans drifted through the room, chatting and partaking in leisure 
activities. Three other Gamorreans got out instruments and began to play a strange melody, bringing 
momentary silence as the others listened. When they finished, the diners pounded their tankards on the 
tables in approval. Leia simply rested her head on the table and dozed. Once she wandered hesitantly 
over to the antiseptic restroom. Nobody stopped her, and she finished and drifted back to her table. 


Finally the klaxon by the door sounded, and things started to break up. Magg took her leash, and they 
left the canteen and began to walk the path to their quarters. 


As they trudged through the dark corridors, Leia forced herself to confront something she had been 
trying not to think about. The guard floor was undoubtably going to electrify again. The only place to go 
was the beds. Who was she going to spend the night with? 


She immediately ruled Magg out. The Gamorrean had a deep sadistic streak that he had displayed 
every time he took her, ramming his cock into her in a way deliberately designed to hurt, painfully 
gripping her thighs and arms and breasts, administering slaps and jabs. He didn't have the stamina of 
the others, couldn't pace himself, and so he never lasted long inside her; that would be a positive, but his 
impotence got him so infuriated that he just became even more violent and abusive. Of all of them, he 
was by far the most likely to do her serious damage. 


That left Gromo and Gugg. Leia bit her lip. Gromo had a small penis for a Gamorrean, and it fit into her 
with less strain than Gugg. He had probably been reponsible for 90% of her unwilling orgasms; he was 
creative and deft, and clearly knew how to physically inflame a woman's body with pleasure. In some 
ways that was good; she couldn't deny how he'd made her feel. But she still felt a deep sense of shame 
and humiliation over taking any sort of pleasure from being violated; emotionally, it had been the 
opposite of enjoyable, even as it had occured. It was actually easier to deal with when it didn't make her 
body aroused. 


Gugg, on the other hand, was incredibly predictable. He would mount her, hammer away like a machine 
while pacing himself, and then come in her and roll off. The only pleasure she got was the friction from 
his sizable cock, and he had never shown any signs of caring if she liked it or not. Unlike Gromo, who 
she sensed took pleasure in forcing her to shudder and moan for him, Gugg just wanted to get off and 
was happy to let her feel however she wanted. He had a lot of stamina, though, and she already knew 
what a night with him was like. Going back to his bed would be sending a message that she had enjoyed 
it and was hungry for more, and her battered pride recoiled at the idea. 


Then there was option number four. Tukk. 


She sighed. For some reason she had a strange reluctance to go that route. Gugg and Gromo were 


awful options, but they'd already had her multiple times and she didn't think they could do anything to 
her that they hadn't already done. Tukk hadn't, yet, and that felt oddly important. As if having one 
Gamorrean in the room who wasn't raping her was some sort of comfort. 


On the other hand, the reward could be great. If Tukk wasn't sexually attracted to humans, then he'd 
probably just let her curl up next to him and go to sleep. The idea of a night of uninterrupted rest seemed 
like heaven to Leia, especially next to the alternative. 


They reached the room and entered. The Gamorreans stripped out of their clothing and trotted off to 
their respective beds as Leia stood there, hesitant. She had to make her choice now. 


Well, she told herself, nothing ventured, nothing gained. Quickly, she strode across the room and 
slipped into Tukk's bed just as the electronic voice began the lights out countdown. 


The room dimmed as Leia wriggled over, lying on her side against Tukk's naked body in the narrow 
confines of the bed. The Gamorrean glanced over in surprise, and then snuffled something and 
stretched a bit, moving his arm up so that she didn't have to lean against the relatively hard limb. Now 
her breasts, trapped in their gaudy halter, were pressing against his torso. 


So far so good. She shifted a little, trying to get comfortable, and gave him an apologetic smile in the low 
light. Hopefully he wouldn't mind the intrusion too much. She wanted to stay on his good side. 


Tukk turned his head back upwards to stare at the ceiling. Leia let out a breath, her eyes adjusting to the 
near dark, and squirmed a bit more. She didn't want to press against him too bothersomely, but if she 
didn't to some degree she was afraid she was going to tumble off the bed while she slept. Maybe there 
was some more room down by their legs. She raised her head slightly to look. 


Leia froze. There, jutting up from between Tukk's legs, was a fully erect and very large penis. The notion 
that he wasn't sexually attracted to her evaporated like mist. That rampant erection made it very clear 
that he wanted to fuck her. 


She had gambled and lost. There would be no restful night for her. How would it happen? Would he wait 
for her to fall asleep? Tell her with gestures how to submit? How many times, and in what way? 


Gritting her teeth in building frustration, she lay there helplessly, waiting, just wanting it over. A minute 
passed, and Leia’'s thin patience snapped. To hell with this, she thought angrily. She wasn't going to 
drive herself crazy waiting passively. She was going to take charge. 


Heaving herself up to stand on her knees, Leia reached down and unsnapped the latch of her loincloth 
belt. As she carefully laid it down near the head of the bed, Tukk raised his head, looking startled. He 
snorted something at her. 


"Just lie still for now," Leia told him curtly. Crab-walking, she swung her right leg over his torso with 
difficulty, straddling him. Tukk started to rise, and she put her hands on his muscular chest and pushed 
back; hesitating, he sank back into the bed. 


Pursing her lips, Leia reached under and behind her and took hold of his shaft. Her fingers explored it, 


and she mentally whimpered; he was even bigger than Gugg. She would have to hope for him to be 
somewhat gentle, and for her to achieve good lubrication. 


She put the bulbous, bumpy head to the lips of her petals, and moved one hand down to stroke her clit, 
hoping to make it so that she didn't have to take him dry. Thankfully Tukk seemed content to let her set 
the pace, and just lay there, watching. To her mild surprise, she found that the feel of his hard manhood 
pressing at the very gates of her vulva enhanced the arousal she got from stroking her button. After 
about two minutes, she was wet. 


"All right," she told him. "Ready?" 


He nodded. Slowly, wincing very slightly, Leia lowered herself down and back, impaling herself on the 
thick green spear. 


It was the largest she had taken yet, and it stretched her tight hole to the limit, making her gasp and bite 
her lip as she took him fully in. Thankfully she was on top, and could thus control the angle and degree 
of penetration. Tukk made a low noise in his throat, and she could sense his breath coming quicker. 
Slowly she raised herself up a little, then lowered back down. Again up, then down. Her own breathing 
quickened as she started to ride his shaft with slow, gentle, shallow strokes. 


The big Gamorrean reached out both hands, and placed them hesitantly on her thighs. She considered 
trying to push them away, but it seemed harmless enough. She leaned forward a bit, adjusting her 
angle, and as she did she found his cock sliding back and forth against a spot inside her that made her 
give a short, surprised cry of pleasure. Her hands went down to rest on his chest, to steady herself and 
to keep that angle. The friction on the area continued, and she closed her eyes and made a low moan in 
the back of her throat. Yes, that was definitely the right angle. 


Tukk's hands began to slide along her thighs, caressing. Given how she was touching him, she 
supposed she couldn't object. It didn't feel bad, anyway; quite the opposite. She continued to ride him 
slowly, her arousal increasing. 


Her hands absently ran along his broad green torso. Unlike Gugg, who was heavier and given to equal 
parts flab and brawn, Tukk was almost all hard muscle. There was a small tattoo of some sort of symbol 
on one breast; it meant nothing to her. Religious icon? Clan mark? The name of his childhood 
sweetheart? She touched it, and he snuffled something. She wished again she understood their tongue. 


She had found a comfortable rhythm now, and she found herself beginning to perspire slightly as she 
rode, her breasts bobbing up and down in their halter. Tukk's hands were on her butt now, and she 
wriggled it against his exploratory squeezings. Then, abruptly, one hand withdrew and moved to the 
front of her, one finger resting on the diamond-shaped pubic strip. He raised his head and snorted 
something at her, questioningly. 


Leia picked up on what he was asking, and hesitated, her rhythm faltering a little. Wasn't this just going 
down the Gromo route she had found so odious? Then again, this felt very different than her ordeal with 
Gromo. She waffled, conflicted, then nodded. "Okay. Go ahead." 


His other hand gave her bobbing ass a squeeze, as if in reassurance. Slowly, Tukk worked his finger 


down the patch of fur to the hood of her vulva. It slid over her hard, red button and then began to stroke. 


Oh. Oh my. Another moan escaped Leia's lips as he began to play with her clitoris, hesitantly at first, 
then with increasing confidence. Having someone else do it was somehow more stimulating than using 
her own hand, and the sheer sensation of fullness in her dripping cunt from his thick hard length only 
doubled the feeling. She increased her speed slightly, her eyes half closing, her mouth slightly agape. 


Soon she was making soft cries and gasps with every stroke of her pelvis, a thin sheen of sweat 
covering her body. The finger on her clit was joined by a second one, gently pinching, teasing, rubbing. 
She was so horny, Leia shudderingly realized, and right now that didn't really bother her. Her hand 
trailed down Tukk's chest, and she licked her lips, tasting the lingering flecks of smeared honey from the 
tart. Then her back arched as a wave of pleasure started to build. Her vaginal walls clenched around 
their meaty guest, almost painfully. 


"Oh. Oh..." she managed to softly murmur, and then she slowly, shudderingly began to orgasm. Her 
stroke up and down grew choppy as the paroxym of ecstacy shook her, and she let out a low, quavering, 
euphoric cry. Her slickness ran down his hard green shaft to dampen his crotch and scrotum. 


It lasted almost a full minute. She was still moving when the final spasms faded, leaving her engorged 
pussy feeling almost painfully sensitive. Her breath was coming in panting gasps now, and she decided 
to spur to the finish. Bending her head, she increased the speed of her stroke, upping the level of 
friction. 


Tukk made a groaning noise in his throat. His hand moved from her ass to her thigh, which he took hold 
of. Then, for the first time, he began to thrust back against her, very slowly and shallowly. 


Leia chewed at her lip, her eyes rolling back a little. When he moved against her, it intensified the 
experience, made it seem more urgent, more vigorous. More arousing. It would certainly speed things 
up. "Faster," she told him, her voice holding a throaty, hungry tone that almost shocked her. "You can go 
a little harder." 


He complied, and before long she was rocking up and down wildly, her moans and his grunts mixing 
with the rhythmic squeaking and creaking of the bedframe. She could feel her second orgasm building 
inside her, and clawed at his chest, swept away by physical need. Soon she shuddered and came hard 
and sudden, her cunt clamping down on his threshing penis like a vise. 


That was enough for Tukk. With a low bellow, he came, gouts of his seed shooting up into her like a 
fountain. Then, obeying gravity, the sticky fluid began to ooze down the shaft, bubbling out from the 
edges of where it slid in and out of her. 


They continued moving for a second, then, as if by mutual accord, they slowed and stopped. Exhausted, 
Leia dropped her head and torso down to rest on his chest as Tukk removed his hands from her body. 
She lay crouched on him for several seconds, getting her wind back. Then, carefully, she eased his 
softening penis out of her, and slid off of him to lie against his side. 


Tukk turned his head slightly, still breathing heavily, and grunted something in a questioning tone. She 
picked up on the meaning. "It was fine," she replied. 


He nodded, then squeezed her arm, turned his head back towards the ceiling, and closed his eyes. 


Leia lay there, watching his erection slowly shrivel. That hadn't been nearly as bad as the other times. In 
fact, it bore very little resemblance at all to the other times. As little as she wanted to admit it, that had 
actually been good, and not just physically; she felt no shame, no violation, just a vaguely satisfied buzz. 
Maybe there really was something wrong with her. Just because he was nicer to her than the others 
didn't make him less of a rapist. 


Except he hadn't actually raped her, had he? Looking back on it, he hadn't made a single advance on 
her. She had straddled him. He had started to do something that might have been a protest, and she 
had overruled him. She had mounted him. And then, despite the fact that they were already having sex, 
he had asked for permission to play with her clit. The most you could say against him in this instance 
was that he'd had an erection when a mostly naked woman had snuggled up against entirely naked him, 
and that he was in a position of great power over her and hadn't firmly said no. 


In fact, she realized, she probably could have just gone to sleep and spent the night completely 
unmolested. She had tricked herself. 


Leia laughed. She couldn't help herself; the black humor of it was all too exquisite. And, to be completely 
honest with herself, she found that she didn't mind the outcome that much. Tukk was not who she would 
have chosen her first real experience of consensual sex to be with, but he had been gentle and pleased 

her, and she supposed that was the most she could ask for under the circumstances. 


He looked over, curious at her mirth, and she patted his arm. "Nothing. Go to sleep." 


That seemed to satisfy him, and she nestled down into the mattress, resting her head against the curve 
of his arm. Sleep found her quickly. 


3 - The Third Day 
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All Part of the Plan 
by Emily Wintercold 


Chapter 3: The Third Day 


Leia woke slowly in the morning, coming to awareness as the body she was curled against stirred and 
began to sit up, Opening her eyes, she looked up at Tukk, who was sitting naked in bed watching her. 
Seeing her awake, he gave her a light pat on the head and snuffled something at her. 


Was it good for you too, she guessed. Leia felt her cheeks color very slightly as she remembered the 
previous evening. What the hell had she been thinking? Then again, compared to her night with Gugg, it 
had been wonderful. And afterwards she had slept like the dead, which she had desperately needed. 


"Good morning, Tukk," she told him a little awkwardly. This wasn't a social situation she'd ever had to 
deal with before. 


He gave a pleasant grunt, and she noticed that he was hard. This time, she told herself firmly, he was 
going to have to make the move if he wanted any. 


He didn't. Instead, he briefly stroked the curve of her thigh, then got out of bed and walked over to the 
lockers to get dressed. The other three Gamorreans were doing the same, talking and yammering as 
they fastened bracers and tugged on jerkins. Leia pushed herself up in the bed and began to put her 
loincloth back on after wiping her mound with a corner of sheet. As strange as it felt, shaving did make it 
much easier to clean. 


The Gamorreans were just finishing getting their weapon harnesses buckled on when the door opened 
and another Gamorrean entered. All four of her squad immediately turned and thumped their chests in a 
respectful manner, and the visitor snorted. Raising a datapad, he grunted something in their language 
and then pointed to Tukk and Gromo. 


Tukk, looking distressed, seemed to protest. The visitor shut him down instantly, barking out a reproach. 
Unhappily, Tukk slowly nodded. Seemingly satisfied, the senior Gamorrean turned and left. 


Shaking his head, Gromo returned to the lockers and grabbed a pair of electrobinoculars and two dusk 
masks. He tossed one of each to Tukk, and secured the other to his belt. Tukk turned and spoke at 
length to Gugg and Magg, sounding unhappy and a little threatening. Both of them raised their hands 
defensively and returned placating snorts. 


Gromo tapped Tukk on the arm, and he subsided. Then, hefting their weapons, they both started for the 
door. 


"Wait a minute!" Leia called in alarm. She didn't like the idea of being left alone with Gugg and Magg. 


Tukk turned and snuffled at her unhappily. | know, but | don't have any choice, she mentally translated. 
With a final, apologetic look, he and Gromo went out the door and vanished. 


Given the gear Gromo had snatched, they had probably been assigned to watch duty on one of the 
turret tops. She had spotted sentries up there when she approached the palace with Chewbacca. 
Hopefully that talk he had given the remaining two was a warning not to abuse her. 


She sat apprehensively on the bed while they finished getting ready. Eventually Magg came over to her 
and picked up the end of her leash. Giving it a rough jerk, he motioned for her to follow. 


They walked the route to the Gamorrean canteen in silence, the halls relatively quiet at this hour of day. 
When they got to the door, as she had expected, Gugg motioned her down on all fours. Resigned to it, 
Leia did so, then crawled into the dining hall. 


She hardly got a glance as she stumbled along on her leash, Magg keeping a tight grip on it. When they 
reached the counter, Gugg ordered two platters of food, then both of them sat down at the table leaving 
her crouched on the floor, waiting unhappily. 


They ate slowly, and she started to get worried. Were they just not going to feed her? She was only 
getting two meals a day, and it was vital that she get enough calories to be able to act swiftly and 
forcefully when the moment came. She shuffled on her hands and knees, the chain clinking, growing 
increasingly concerned. 


Finally Magg turned around. He pointed questioningly at her mouth, and she nodded. He smirked, and 
mimed... 


Bastard. Hatred burning in her eyes, Leia reared up slightly on her knees, her hands curled in front of 
her, mouth open -- begging like a trained animal as he'd requested. 


Magg and Gugg laughed, and Magg walked over and had the serving droid fix two bowls. He put both of 
them on the ground, then reached into his belt and pulled out a small timer, which he set to a very brief 
amount of time and put next to the food dish. Giving her chain a yank, he pointed to the timer and then 
to the dishes, miming to her with broad gestures. 


His meaning sank in pretty quickly. When the timer started, she only had so long to eat. When time ran 
out, he would take the bowls away, finished or not. 


She nodded, and he tapped the start button. Quickly she lowered her face to the bowl, and began to 
feed as quickly as possible, digging into the bland stuff as if it were the best thing in the world. 


As she wolfed away at her feeding bowl, she heard a Gamorrean approach Magg and snort something. 
Magg nodded his head, and the stranger handed him a small cloth pouch. Then the unknown 
Gamorrean approached her from behind. 


A draft hit her raised backside, and her head jerked out of her food bowl as she realized that her back of 
her loincloth had been lifted. She glanced to Gugg and Magg pleadingly; Magg just pointed at the timer. 
A cold feeling gripping her stomach, Leia turned her head back to her dish and resumed eating. She 
couldn't afford to lose the calories, and anyway it wasn't as if not eating would save her. 


Two heavy hands spread her buttocks, and then Leia screamed around a mouthful of food as the 
Gamorrean drove his erect penis into her anus. He rammed it into her clenching rectum, and then, 
squatting over her, began to hump her quivering, upraised ass. 


Tears of pain ran down her cheeks as she forced herself to continue rapidly eating, her face buried in 
her food bowl. She could hear roars of laughter from around the room, and she shook with anger and 
humiliation as she pictured what she must look like, on a leash and all fours greedily gulping food from a 
bowl while letting herself be fucked up the ass. It hurt, too. Almost worse were the brief stabs of pleasure 
when the plunging cock hit a certain spot in her rectum. 


She finished the food and began to lap up the water. grunting a little under the pounding her ass was 
taking. She got about halfway through when her buggerer came with a loud squeal, squeezing her 
rounded ass cheeks as he pumped his load into her. Then, abruptly, he yanked his member out of her 
and walked away. 


She continued to drink, a bit of cum oozing from her asshole and down one thigh, until the timer 
sounded and Magg snatched the bowl away. Water dripping from her food-smeared mouth, Leia looked 
bitterly up at him. He pointed, and she wearily began to make her quadruped way to the exit. Her 
loincloth was still flipped up onto her back, and she tried to shake it back down into position. She gave 
up when she realized that all she was doing was waggling her jutting rump in the air, and walked with as 
much dignity as she could muster. Most of the room watched her go, leering eyes on the shaved snatch 
and used asshole that she was presenting for their approval. 


Outside, Magg spoke to Gugg, who responded negatively. A heated argument arose, with both of them 
occasionally pointing to her and snarling something. She watched in confusion and some worry, cursing 
the fortune that made her have to hope that Gugg, of all people, got to decide what to do with her. 


They bickered on, and for a while she thought they might come to blows. Finally Magg seemed to back 
down, sullenly. While she was glad of it, Leia wasn't surprised; Gugg was heavier and seemed more 
confident in his abilities. Motioning her up off the floor, the big Gamorrean took her leash and the three 
of them proceeded on through the palace. 


To her relief, they seemed to be going upwards, not down. She had been afraid that they would take her 
back to the abandoned temple, to lay her down on the altar as a carnal sacrifice to their eager cocks. 
Instead, they wound through more and more modern corridors until they stopped in front of the dancers' 
showers. Releasing her chain, Gugg motioned her inside, and she almost ran to comply. 


The showers were empty today, and she stripped off her metal bikini and loincloth and trudged under the 
hot spray. The warm water streamed down her, rivulets pouring between her breasts, down her back, 
between the cleft of her still-sore bottom. Slowly, Leia felt her muscles begin to relax, tension draining 
away. 


She was sure that if Tukk had been there, that scene in the dining room would not have happened. After 
her gentler experience the night before, her public sodomizing felt all the more obscene and degrading. 
Like an animal, she thought bitterly. | just kept digging at my trough like an animal. 


Leia shook her head. Enough. It was a meaningless act. It could only hurt her if she let it. Take it 
instead, use it. Feed on the rage, forge it into an ice-cold weapon. Then use that weapon to kill without 
hesitation or mercy. 


She remembered the days after Alderaan. The crippling grief and the nauseating sense of guilt that 
billions of people and almost everyone she loved had died because of her actions on behalf of the 
Rebellion. If someone else had been the courier for the plans, Alderaan would probably still be there. 
Some nights she had wished there had been no rescue and the Empire had just executed her. 


But in the end, she had realized that these were just feelings, her feelings. What had happened had 
happened. The Empire had done it, not her. People were still depending on her to stop it from happening 
again. And her resolve had hardened still further as she carefully took her pain, grief, and guilt and made 
them her servants, not her masters. 


She scrubbed her pelvis and anus clean of the remains of sex, then stepped from the shower and used 
the autotowel. Turning, she walked naked to the mirror and examined herself. The sight of her hairless 
mound still made her feel slightly surprised, as if it belonged to somebody else. While she liked the look 
of the pubic strip, she resolved to go back to a full bush as soon as she made it out of this place. 


And what if she didn't make it out of this place? a nasty little voice in her head whispered. 


Then she supposed she was going to keep shaving, Leia thought grimly, because her pussy was going 
to get a lot of messy, sticky use in the coming years. 


Turning away, she adjusted her hair and ornaments and then got dressed, or at least as dressed as her 
bikini allowed. Then, bracing herself, she left the showers, her chain clinking over one shoulder as it 
swung in rhythm with her braid against her bare back. 


Outside all four Gamorreans were waiting for her, and Leia almost laughed in sheer relief when she saw 
Tukk. She smiled at him, and he grunted a greeting and took her leash. Then, indicating the way, the 
five of them proceeded upwards. 


They were heading for the audience hall, Leia realized. Wasn't it a bit early for that? Then she 
remembered the scare Jabba had given them, and forced back a smirk. Magg had wanted to have 
another morning of ‘fun' with her, she guessed. And Gugg had shut him down and told him in no 
uncertain terms that he was taking no chances and getting her ass to the throne room as quickly as 
possible, just in case. Thanks, Gugg, she thought sardonically. 


The big hall was almost empty when they entered, with just Bib Fortuna and a handful of attendants and 
early risers present. The majordomo was sitting and overseeing the setting up of a refreshment table; 
next to him was Trischa. Occasionally his hand would stroke her thigh or her headtails, making her close 
her eyes in either pleasure or disgust. He looked over as they approached. "Already?" he said with a hint 
of exasperation. "What, did your cocks run dry satisfying the slut?" 


Gugg snorted at him, and Fortuna seemed to relent. "Yes. Yes, you have a point, the master's wishes 
should always be heeded with utmost zeal. Very well. Chain her to the dais and take your posts in the 
hall. She won't get in the way just lying there." 

Carefully, Tukk fastened her chain to the platform, and then gave her arm a quick squeeze. As he did, 
he subtlely passed a small cloth bundle to her with his other hand, keeping his body between it and the 
others. Then he turned, and the four of them dispersed through the hall. 

Leia climbed onto her rug on the dais and reclined on her side, glancing at the small cloth package 
curiously. She slowly unfolded it, and found a honey tart of the sort she had eaten the night before, a 
small jug of water, three sand-plums, and a napkin. Smiling, Leia settled down in her spot and began to 
eat a leisurely second breakfast like a human being, if a captive human being. 

Trischa came over as she was finishing. "Hello, love," she said softly. "Found your protector?" 

"For a limited sense of protection,” Leia replied. "I think he's doing what he feels he can." 

"There are a handful of Gamorreans who don't harass the girls. Tukk's one of them. He's not the most 
powerful, pull-wise, but | think you chose well." She smiled. "Maybe we'll get to dance together today. I'd 
like that." 


"| would too," Leia told her, smiling back. "Is Lyn Me around?" 


"Still sleeping. Well, probably not sleeping.” Trischa winked. "There's a pair of brothers from the skiff 
guard crew whose day it is. They like to go two at a time." 


"Does she really enjoy that?" Leia asked curiously. 

"Oh yes. | don't know if it's a survival mechanism, or if she was always like this and just shed her 
inhibitions after coming here. But the girl's insatiable and not overly picky. Although she does have limits. 
She won't touch Fortuna if she can possibly avoid it." 


"Your protector,” Leia observed neutrally. 


Trischa looked at her, and then smiled. "If it's not really me, but someone else, then it doesn't matter 


who | lie with. And in the meantime Fortuna has a lot of pull, which means nobody else bothers me. 
Nobody but Jabba." She shivered, and leaned closer. "Remember, Leia, nobody can protect you from 
Jabba. Nobody." 


Leia met her eyes. "It's the other way around, Trischa." 


The former priestess met her flint-cold gaze for a few seconds, and then looked away, a bit shaken. 
"You're really not like us," she whispered. "He's a fool. If he had any sense he would have killed you the 
first chance he had." 


"That's right," Leia told her quietly. "But he didn't. The weakness of tyrants is always their contempt for 
those they think weak and helpless. Their obsession to exercise their power and dominate them. And in 
the end, the last thing they see is one of those 'weak, helpless’ people, pulling a trigger." 


Trischa slowly nodded. "May every good spirit who is listening grant you fortune. | would try and talk you 
out of it, but | can tell you would never accept what we have resigned ourself to. And if you could do it..." 
Her eyes kindled with passion. "If you can do it, | will honor your name forever." She leaned forward and 
lightly kissed Leia on the forehead, then swiftly turned and walked away. 


With a sigh, Leia cleared away the packet, took a final sip of water, and wiped her face with the napkin. 
That ought to give her a valuable extra boost of energy, and if today went like yesterday had and she 
just got to lie on the dais and rest, then she ought to be in good shape to face tomorrow. 


More people drifted into the hall. Lyn Me finally put in an appearance, entering with members of the 
band. Leia had almost decided to close her eyes for a nap when she saw the armored form of Boba Fett 
making his way towards her and came fully alert. 


The bounty hunter pulled to a stop in front of her. "Princess," he said, sounding amused. "Nice outfit." 
"What do you want?" she asked curtly. 

"Not very polite." He wagged a finger at her chidingly. "You should be a little nicer to me. | have pull with 
Jabba, you know. If you were to be a little more... affectionate... | could call in some favors and get you 
transferred to my quarters, away from the pigs. How about that?" 


"You're the pig, Fett," she icly replied. "The only affection you'll get from me is a swift death." 


"You prefer being gang-fucked by four green boars?" Fett sneered back. "Sort of a slutty princess, aren't 
we?" 


"Spare me your sick fantasies," she snapped, flushing slightly. 


"It's not exactly a secret, Princess. Did you enjoy it? Did they make you squeal and come?" Her faint 
look of guilt and deepening flush betrayed her, and Fett laughed coarsely. "So they did! All that noble 
sophistication and idealism, and underneath you're just a dirty, horny little thing. That's okay. | like that. 
I'm pretty dirty and horny myself." He leaned closer. "Give it a try. I'll satisfy your kinky little needs all 
night, and treat you well during the day. I'm not that different than Solo." 


"You are nothing like Han," Leia spat back at him. "And you can take your offer with you to hell, where | 
promise you that you will be residing before too much longer." 


The sheer deadly certainty in her voice made Fett involuntarily take an uneasy step back. Then he gave 
a harsh laugh. "Enjoy your fat green lovers, fair princess," he said maliciously. "We both know that you 
will." Then he turned and walked back into the crowd. 


Leia forced herself to calm down. She shouldn't have threatened him, she told herself. The idea was to 
seem harmless and broken. But she loathed the man. As bad as her situation with the Gamorreans was, 
she would rather stay there than willingly go to warm his bed. 


More time passed, and finally Jabba entered, borne in on a droid hoverbarge. With some effort he was 
transferred to the dais, and reached down to take hold of her leash, jerking the chain so that she 
tumbled back to lie propped against his side. The Hutt ran possessive fingers through her hair as she 
forced her expression to stay neutral, then popped a wriggling creature from the globe of liquid on his left 
into his gaping maw. 


"Here in plenty of time this morning," he told her after the horrible slurping and crunching noises had 
ceased. "Good. Maybe I'll have you dance for me today." 


"Whatever your pleasure is, master," Leia replied submissively. 


"Yes. You've learned well, pretty one." A fat hand groped at her hip, and she forced herself to smile. 
"You will fit in splendidly here." 


You keep thinking that, she thought coldly. You may be in for a surprise. 


Court began, and Fortuna ushered supplicant after supplicant up to speak with Jabba while she watched 
and listened. It was breathtakingly dull, and after hearing the sixth request for permission to smuggle 
death sticks through Jabba's territory Leia's eyelids began to droop. The only interesting moment was 
when a nervous looking human representing a minor Imperial Moff offered to strike a deal with Jabba to 
pilfer Imperial military stores from warehouses under his jurisdiction, sell them on the black market, and 
reap the profits. She listened carefully to that; when she escaped, that could prove to be useful blackmail 
material for the Rebellion. 


Finally Jabba called a halt to things and clapped his hands. "Let's have some dancing!" he boomed. 
"You, my new slave. Lyn Me. And..." he rumbled thoughtfully for a second, "...Trischa. Show off your fine 
bodies." 


Standing, Leia strode out to the middle of the floor, the two Twi'lek women joining her. "I'll start," Trischa 
whispered. "Leia, just watch me a second, and when you get the idea face me and duplicate my moves. 
Lyn, we've done this before, you know what to do. Everyone clear?" 


They nodded, and Trischa gave the high sign to the band, who began to play a low, sultry tune. Posing, 
Trischa began to do a swaying, stationary dance, her hips and torso doing most of the work as her arms 
raised and lowered, beckoning and then drawing in. 


Leia carefully studied her for a while. It seemed simple enough to start with, and while it would likely get 
more complex as they proceeded, she was a practiced enough dancer to adapt. With confident steps 
she moved to face the blue-green Twi'lek, waited half a second to catch her rhythm, and then began to 
match the sway of her body with her own. 


They danced in this way for a time, and then the music picked up a bit. Trischa's gaze met Leia's, and 
the Twi'lek drew closer, not breaking the rhythm. Her hands reached out to take Leia by the hips, and 
then slowly moved upwards. Echoing her, Leia reached out to take her by the shoulders. As Trischa's 
hands moved upwards, Leia's moved down, along her arms. 


Trischa's stare as they danced was intense, with a bit of challenge to it. Leia met it with a certain 
challenge of her own. Lyn Me now stirred, circling them in a dipping, skipping, twirling dance. An 
outflung hand would touch one of them lightly, on bare thigh or stomach or neck, and the next instant be 
gone as the chalk-white Twi'lek spun around them, revolving in and out of their personal space. 


As they swayed together, Leia felt Trischa's hands slide up to the sides of her halter, then slip under it. 
She sucked in her breath as the former priestess smiled at her and gave her a goading, barely-seen 
wink. She was being teased a little, Leia realized a bit indignantly. Well, two could play that game. She 
moved her own hands from Trischa's forearms to Trischa's mostly-bare backside, and squeezed. 


The noises from the crowd signaled approval of what they were seeing. Leia caught sight of a Rodian 
bounty hunter, large eyes framed by the glow of thermal smart lenses, staring at her in fascination. To 
her surprise, she didn't mind it as much as she felt she ought to. She'd always liked to dance, and even 
she admitted to herself that she was deeply egotistical and proud. Having an audience enthralled by her, 
even an audience of scum, was not entirely unpleasing. 


Lyn Me was dancing closer and closer now, sometimes so close that Leia had to force herself not to 
flinch in anticipation of a collision. She was glad the ex-scholar was a good dancer. Trischa's hands slid 
along the sides of her breasts, and then one hand slipped out and was raised to Leia's cheek. As the two 
women gazed into each other's eyes, Trischa caressed her, fingers slowly moving down to her chin. 


Leia felt herself blush just a little, sensing the heat in the Twi'lek's gaze. Her own hands kneaded the 
woman's swaying rump, then, greatly daring, she reached up and took hold of the former priestess by 
the ends of her headtails. 


Trischa audibly gasped, and her eyes widened. Smiling, Leia squeezed the delicate tail-tips, and was 
amused to see Trischa nearly miss a beat. Her own steps nearly faltered as one of Lyn Me's increasingly 
frantic gyrations brought her hand under Leia's loincloth, where the Twi'lek's deft fingers found her cleft 
and squeezed before slipping quickly away as the woman spun on. 


The increasingly tight spirals forced Leia and Trischa closer to each other until they were touching, chest 
to chest, groin to groin. Leia could smell the other woman's sweat in her nostrils, the scent mingling with 
her own. Their lips were almost touching as they danced face to face, hands playing over each other. 


Lyn Me suddenly slid to an abrupt halt, falling to the ground in a splits position. her arms reached up to 
take hold of one buttock each from the other two, and her head tossed back, eyes closed. The music 


halted, and for a second the pose was held. Then all three dancers stopped, disengaging from each 
other as the audience applauded enthusiastically. 


"Very good!" Jabba enthused. "| am pleased." He beckoned, giving Leia's chain a light tug. 
Trischa put a hand on Leia's arm. "That was fun, love," she said warmly. "You did that well." 
"She didn't, didn't she?" Lyn Me added. "Good chemistry." 


"Thank you," Leia replied. "| hope you didn't mind me touching your headtails. | know for Twi'leks its a, 
um..." 


Trischa smiled. "It helped the dance. And | didn't mind. You can touch them again, next time." 


Leia blushed a little and started to say something, then another jerk on her chain made her grimace. 
"I've got to go. Good performance." She turned and headed back to the dais to take her place by 
Jabba's side. 


The normal business of court resumed, although more leisurely in pace. The band played a pleasant, 
light tune as Jabba munched on his disgusting snacks and occasionally spoke with someone about 
business. Leia rested, although truthfully the dance she'd done hadn't been very physically demanding. 
She found herself almost bored, and wished she wasn't stuck chained to the slug so that she could at 
least go make idle conversation with Lyn and Trischa. 


Instead she watched the court. Fett had vanished somewhere, she noticed. She didn't see Gugg or 
Tukk, either, although she spotted Magg and Gromo standing guard at various doors. The Rodian she 
had seen watching her earlier was talking with a member of the skiff guards; he glanced at her then, and 
almost caught her looking at him. 


A roar of laughter from a group of motley beings caught her ear. They were standing around a 
huge-handed Gram, who was gesturing and boasting loudly, although the language was strange enough 
and the crowd noise loud to the point where Leia couldn't make out what he was saying. 


"Ree-Yees!" Jabba suddenly bellowed, making the room abruptly fall silent. "Come here!" The Gram 
jerked back in shock and horror, one hand pointing at itself as if in question. "Yes, you, Ree-Yees. Get 
over here." 


The Gram nervously shuffled forwards, the crowd parting for him as if he had suddenly contracted a 
nasty and highly contagious disease. "Y-yes, Jabba?" he stammered apprehensively. 


"Ree-Yees, my boy. | couldn't help but overhear what you were saying," the Hutt boomed with 
unconvincing friendliness. "Can you really please three women at the same time?" 


The goatlike being blinked all three eyes, his ears and stubby antennae twitching. "Uh, yes, oh Jabba. 
As a Gram, I-" 


"It's hard to believe!" Jabba interrupted, his voice still deceptively chummy. "That must be something, but 


| can't quite make myself believe it. Are you a liar, Ree-Yees?" His voice turned menacing. "Are you 
lying to me?" 


"N-n-no, Jabba!" Ree-Yees babbled. "It's true! Believe me, | would never dare lie to you!" 


"You sound very sincere! Yet it's such a hard claim to believe. | don't know what to think." Jabba 
snapped his fingers. "I Know. You'll prove your claim, Ree-Yees, right here and now. | have three lovely 
dancers you can borrow." 


What?!? Leia's head jerked up in shock to stare at the Hutt, then snapped back down to look at the 
Gram. Did he seriously mean... of course he did. She forced herself to stay calm. 


Ree-Yees looked stunned, then turned his three-eyed gaze on Leia. He licked his goatlike lips, as if 
unable to believe his luck. "That's... I'll do my best, Jabba. Thank you!" 


"You're welcome! Oh, and Ree-Yees, my boy," Jabba leaned forwards. "If you CAN'T please them, that 
means you lied to me. | don't like being lied to. | feed people who lie to me to my magnificent Rancor. So 
| highly suggest you make them very, very satisfied." 


The Gram turned pale, the full picture of his predicament sinking in. "I... but..." The Hutt just looked at 
him, baleful yellow eyes glaring, and he nodded. "Y-yes, Jabba." 


The massive crimelord gestured to Bib Fortuna, who snapped out instructions. Leia found herself swiftly 
herded off the platform and into the center of the room along with the two Twi'lek women. "When | said | 
wouldn't mind performing together, this wasn't what | meant," she whispered to Trischa, with a hint of 
black humor masking her anxiety. 


The former priestess gave her a wan smile. "Me either," she replied softly. "Be strong." 
Lyn Me just shook her head. "I'm just hoping Ree-Yees can win his bet. Or my part of it, anyway." 


The Gram was looking less than confident about that as he stepped forwards, examining them. He 
spoke in a hushed whisper to Fortuna, who nodded, pursed his lips, and then motioned to them. "Hands 
and knees, in a row, touching. New girl in the center." 


Without hesitation the two Twi'leks moved to comply. Leia wavered for a moment, casting about for an 
idea to get her out of this. She didn't find one, and reluctantly dropped to all fours between Trischa and 
Lyn. 


Ree-Yees moved behind them, and Leia lowered her head to look beneath her through her legs to see 
what he was doing. The Gram eyed their backsides worriedly for a second, then put a hand on Trischa 
and Lyn's rumps and pushed, causing the two women to move closer to Leia. Their bare hips and thighs 
were now touching hers, and their shoulders as well. One of Lyn Me's headtails was resting against 
Leia's right arm, twitching slightly with nervousness or anticipation. 


Nodding to himself, Ree-Yees reached out and pulled aside the bikini bottoms concealing the two 
Twi'leks' genitals. Then he flipped up the back of Leia's loincloth, exposing her own shaved snatch. 


Licking his broad lips, he tugged down his pants. 


Leia's eyes widened incredulously. The Gram had three cocks, long ones, each ending in a big, flat, 
square head. He appeared to be fully hard. As she watched, he carefully moved forwards, and 
fumblingly positioned the tip of his central member at the fleshy petals of her vulva. Then, bending his 
other two organs in a way that would have been painful at best to a human, he did the same at the 
labias of the other two women. He shifted a little, as if gauging his stance and angle, and she felt the flat 
head pressing hesitantly against the entrance to her waiting hole, sending an electric shudder coursing 
through her body. 


Swallowing, Leia glanced over at Trischa. The other woman gazed back at her, and for a second they 
shared a mingled sense of resignation mixed with tense anticipation. 


Then, with a swiftness that surprised her, Ree-Yees deliberately took a step forwards. She let out a short 
cry as the Gram's cock pushed through her cuntal gate and into her tight pussy, causing it to clench 
around the unwanted intruder. Beside her, Trischa made a similiar noise, her head flying back and her 
headtails flailing. Lyn Me, by contrast, made a lazy, pleased sound somewhere between a laugh and a 
groan. 


Placing a hand on each of the Twi'leks' upraised, quivering backsides, Ree-Yees began to thrust his 
hips back and forth, sliding his cocks in and out of all three women. The crowd whooped and cheered, 
screaming encouragement, and Leia's cheeks burned bright scarlet as her snatch was vigorously 
plowed by her latest ravisher. While she had somewhat enjoyed the attention of the audience to her 
dancing, being fucked in public on her hands and knees was simply humiliating. At least she didn't think 
her body would embarrass her further; the Gram's penis, while large and long, simply was not entering 
at an angle to do more than rub her vaginal walls as it pumped back and forth. It was a little painful, and 
the repeated friction would probably get her a little wet and hopefully ease some of that discomfort, but 
she was highly unlikely to get off on it. 


Lyn Me by contrast was actively thrusting her rump back against the Gram's strokes, slamming her 
bottom into his groin as she made low, throaty noises of pleasure. On the other side, Trischa was 
rocking back and forth on all fours, biting her lip and looking somewhat distant. A moistness on the 
Twi'lek's inner thigh told Leia that the Gram's attentions were having an effect on the dancer, even if not 
to the extent that they were with Lyn. Both women's hips and thighs were now sliding and rubbing back 
and forth against Leia as all three were carnally taken, a sensation that she somehow found more 
distractingly arousing than the thick cock threshing her cunt. 


The roar of the crowd grew as Lyn Me's eager cries rose louder, the ex-scholar eagerly pushing her 
wiggling, quivering ass against the cock plundering her pussy. Grimacing under her own fucking... her 
cunt still hadn't become wet enough for comfort... Leia looked over to see the chalk-white Twi'lek spasm, 
wail deleriously, and climax. She felt the other woman's orgasm shuddering against her thigh and felt the 
headtail resting against her arm quiver and wrap tightly around the limb. Lyn seemed to sense her 
looking, and met her gaze lazily, licking her lips as she came. For a long second their eyes held, then 
Leia hurriedly stared at the ground, cheeks flushing again. She was somewhat mortified to realize that 
the moment had made her wet enough for her continued Gram-banging to proceed without pain. 


Ree-Yees began to ease off on Lyn, giving more attention to his other two women. Trischa responded to 


the increased vigor with stifled gasps, growing louder and more obvious as time passed. Her 
detatchment and composure seemed to slip, and a look of deep distress flitted across her face. 


"Stay strong," Leia whispered to her. 


Trischa nodded faintly, and her hand moved over to grab Leia's, the two resting on each other as they 
held the two women up. Leia squeezed it, and then Trischa let out a low, shuddering moan. The sounds 
grew in volume, as the two women slid together side by side in the primal rhythms of sex, sweat 
mingling as they were relentlessly fucked. Trischa was gazing at Leia, watching her body quiver as she 
was taken, and the princess found her feelings on the matter deeply confused. On the one hand, she 
wanted no audience for this. On the other, she liked Trischa, and this was an ordeal they were sharing 
together in the most intimate possible way. That was almost comforting. 


The hand on Leia's own tightened and squeezed, and then the defiled priestess threw her head back 
and gave a long, ragged, orgasmic scream. Her arms gave way as the climax shook her body, and she 
gazed up at Leia, mouth soundlessly working. The crowd roared approval. 


Now Ree-Yees just had eyes for Leia. Both of his hands took her by the hips, and she grunted a bit as 
he began to hammer into her harder and with his full attention. Aside from the added exertion making 
her breath come heavier, it wasn't having much effect. This was no Gromo, Leia thought to herself. He 
didn't seem to have any idea of how you pleased a woman except for sticking your dick in them and 
moving it back and forth. Sadly for him, that wasn't enough for many women, Leia included. He could do 
this all day and she wasn't going to do anything except kneel there and grimace and pant a bit. 


Which meant, she realized with malicious glee, that Ree-Yees was going to lose his bet, and with it his 
life. What had Jabba said, the Rancor? She pictured the Gram fucking her being devoured by a monster, 
screaming for mercy, and felt a vicious satisfaction. It was the perfect revenge for what he was doing to 
her, and the best part was that she didn't have to do a thing, just wait while he proved his utter 
inadequacy as a male. And then, when her public humiliation ended, she would mount Jabba's dais, 
recline at the edge where she could get a good view, and watch as he died. And as he did, she would 
smile. 


The thought was so pleasing to her that it almost swept away the discomfort of her situation, her hatred 
and rage finally seeing a channel to express themselves through. She waited for him to run out of 
stamina and for her ordeal to end and his to begin. 


Enjoy me while you've got me, she thought, because fucking me is going to be the last pleasant thing 
you experience in life. 


As if sensing her thoughts, Ree-Yees pounded away with increasing desperation, not seeming to realize 
that harder was not necessarily better. She could feel the fear from him now as if it were a living thing, 
as if it were as solid as the penis buried in her unsatisfied vagina. It was deeply pleasing to her. 


He fears me, she thought with gleeful satisfaction. Even as he violates me he fears me! 


No, a quiet, calm corner of her mind replied. He fears Jabba. 


But | will be the one who kills him, she flung back. 


No. Jabba will. He's just another toy of the Hutt's... a disgusting one, but in the end, we're both just 
playthings to be tormented for his amusement. 


Swallowing, Leia closed her eyes, feeling a little sick for reasons that had nothing to do with sex. 
Suddenly she realized how close she had come to to truly giving in to Jabba and letting him overturn her 
moral codes. 


She look a minute to get her breath, and then, back arching, she threw back her head and gave a long, 
passionate wail. Making herself quiver, she slowly faked an explosive orgasm, pushing her bottom back 
against him as her arms lowered her head and chest to the floor. 


Trischa squeezed her hand and flushed very slightly, still being plowed herself. Lyn just gave Leia a 
mildly incredulous, amused look, clearly not fooled in the slightest. The crowd, on the other hand, was 
completely taken in by her staged moans, and roared in celebration of Ree-Yees' victory. 


Sheer relief radiated from the Gram like heat from an oven, so intense and blissful that he almost 
immediately came. Leia suddenly felt him gush his load deep into her, and from the reactions of her two 
fellow recepticles his other cocks were creaming their slick holes as well. He strained a bit, then stepped 
back, his three organs sliding out of them with a wet squelch. They collapsed to the ground as 
Ree-Yees, dripping cocks rapidly softening, acknowledged the cheers of the crowd. 


"Well, Ree-Yees, you were right," Jabba acknowledged genially. "Very impressive! Looks like you avoid 
the Rancor this week." The Gram somehow did not seem reassured by that, and after making the 
expected gestures of gratitude to the crimelord he hurriedly removed himself to the far corners of the 
crowd, out of sight. 


Leia propped herself wearily up on her elbows, rolled over on her side, and examined herself. Her vulva 
was leaking bright orange semen; the smell from it was pungent and made her nose wrinkle in distaste. 
The other two women were in a similar state, Trischa ineffectively trying to wipe a glob of the stuff from 
her inner thigh, and Lyn absently swirling a finger through the mess between her petals. The princess 
sighed. "| suppose that could have gone worse," she muttered softly. 


"Yes. Thanks for the moral support, love," Trischa replied, giving her hand a final squeeze and then 
letting go. 


"Likewise." Leia grimaced and covered herself with her loincloth; she'd clean up later. "| suppose this 
binds us in a way." 


"Sisters," Trischa agreed. 


"Fucksisters," Lyn added. The other two looked at her, and she grinned. "Hey, | had a good time. 
Although | prefer to have Ree-Yees in private and alone. You can get stuffed in both holes at once, and-" 


"Can we change the subject?" Leia interrupted. 


Lyn smirked, then pulled up her bikini bottom and stood. "I'll see you two later." 


The other two women got to their feet as well, Leia casting glances over at Jabba. "I've got to go before | 
get his attention," she said. "I'll see you both later." 


"Later," Trischa replied, smiling. Then the ex-priestess faded back into the crowd, and Leia trudged back 
to Jabba's dais and took her place. As she did, Jabba's monkey-lizard scurried up, displayed a 
ridiculously small member jutting from its groin, and then grabbed her ass and started making 
exaggerated humping motions, laughing hysterically. The laughter ceased when she backhanded it 
across the platform, her eyes blazing. It rolled to its feet, eyes gleaming maliciously at her, and then 
retreated to sulk. 


C-3P0, standing to one side of Jabba, leaned down to her. "| must say, Princess, | believe both the 
audience and the Gram found your finish to be the most compelling of the three. | had no idea your 
talents in this regard were so highly devel-" 


"Threepio," Leia cut him off, voice deadly soft. "If you ever utter a single word about this incident again to 
anyone, even to R2, | will personally see you melted down except for your logic boards. Those | will 
take, and | will have installed in the waste management systems of one of the automated livestock 
freighters that serve the Outer Rim. They have a lifespan of several thousand years, | understand. 
Several thousand years, alone, eternally processing an endless stream of bantha shit." 


In his time, C-3P0 had served many masters, and one of the only things they all had in common was 
from time to time they would threaten him. He had long ago learned that for the most part this was just a 
flesh being way of relieving tension and could be safely ignored. However, listening to Leia, his panicked 
circuits told him that she was completely, 100% serious. "Why don't | just erase this whole stretch of time 
from my memory banks?" he babbled hurriedly. 


"Why don't you," Leia agreed flatly. 


There was a brief humming, and then C-3P0 gave a sigh of relief. He couldn't remember what had 
caused him to wipe a portion of his own memory, but he was convinced he was much happier without it. 


The rest of the day was a study in boredom. Leia had nothing to do except watch the assorted scum, 
listen to the band's music, and surreptiously wipe at her oozing private parts. It seemed to go on forever, 
a sort of seedy Tatooine purgatory. 


Finally, though, the court's day ended and her four guards came to unhook her chain and lead her from 
the hall. Magg spoke to Tukk as they left; whatever he was saying, it caused Tukk to look somewhat 
distressed and glance over at Leia. Likely informing him of the show with Ree-Yees, Leia thought 
angrily. She would have preferred Tukk hadn't known. Or anyone else, for that matter. 


They made their way to the entrance to the Gamorrean canteen, and Tukk offered her his arm, a gesture 
that almost made her laugh with how out of place it was on the big guard and in her situation. Nodding 
gravely, she took it, and they entered the dining hall. 


As they walked down the rows of tables, Leia couldn't help but reflect on the difference from this 


morning. They ordered dinner, and Tukk once again handed over some extra coin to get her a honey 
tart. Then the five of them sat and ate. 


She was starving, and she savored both the food and the ability to simply sit at a table and eat in peace. 
When she was finished, she walked across the room and entered the small, sterile lavatory, where she 
used the facilities and attempted to cleanse her lower parts of the afternoon's coupling with water from 
the sink. Then she returned, expecting to find the four guards circulating through the room as usual. 


Most of them were. Tukk, however, was waiting for her. As she approached, he took her arm and 
steered her over to a cluster of other Gamorreans, all sitting around a table. Motioning for her to take a 
seat, he got out a pair of dice, grunted something at one of the other Gamorreans, and then took out two 
decks of cards with Gamorrean art and galactic standard numbers printed on them. The other 
Gamorrean brought out his own, and he began to mime to her as he pointed to the dice and cards. 


Leia watched, quickly picking up his meanings. It was a game of sorts, and these were the rules. She 
listened for several minutes; it wasn't a terribly complex game, but she could see that there might be 
some depth in it. When the lesson was over, she nodded her understandng, and Tukk snorted in 
satisfaction. Then he handed her a deck, a pair of dice, and a small bag of plastine chips, and turned to 
face the others, who were busy taking out their own implements. It looked like the game was beginning. 


She had a rough time of it for the first half hour. The 'simple' game was indeed deep, and her obvious, 
safe tactics turned out to be traps for beginners. Leia had somewhat expected that, though, and so her 
bets in the early game were small and easily lost. As she started to pick up the finer points, she bet more 
confidently. Sometimes her confidence proved badly in error, but other times she won handily. After two 
hours she was ahead of where she had started, and she could identify the strong and weak players. 
Tukk was towards the stronger end, but the best at the table was an older Gamorrean with two 
badly-chipped head horns. She did her best to avoid going head to head with him. 


As the hours passed, she started to deliberately play under her ability, not wanting to win too much and 
anger the table. She didn't feel that worried, though; the mood at the game was relaxed and genial, and 
the Gamorreans tended to laugh and pound the table in approval with their tankards when she made a 

good play. To be honest, she thought, this was exactly what she needed to get her mind off the horrible 
situation she was in. She was enjoying herself, except for a nagging itch in her crotch. 


Finally the klaxon by the door sounded, and the Gamorreans gave a snuffling groan and counted their 
chips. Then the losers handed the winners the appropriate amount of credits, and the table started to 
break up, the older Gamorrean snorting something to Tukk and then nodding at Leia before he left. 
Looking satisfied, Tukk put her share of the credits in a separate bag and put it into his tunic. Then they 
got up, rejoined the other three guards, and proceeded to their quarters. 


As they walked, Leia shifted and squirmed with discomfort. The itching in her groin was no better; in fact, 
it seemed to be getting worse. She scratched at it, and almost winced in surprise at how sensitive her 
woman parts were. Ree-Yees must have drilled her harder than she had thought, or maybe Gram 
semen was an irritant to the human vagina. Either way, she supposed it would be better in the morning. 
It might make tonight tricky, though. 


Tonight. This time there was no uncertainty in her mind about which bed to pick. She was fairly confident 


that Tukk would leave her alone if she chose. 


If she chose? Leia grimaced. The mere fact that it was no longer an automatic choice was revealing as 
to how much the last few days had changed her views of sex. She had been fucked so many times that 
once more was no longer that big a deal, especially when it was her choice. 


They entered their quarters, and the four Gamorreans stripped off and went to their respective beds. 
Leia joined Tukk in his, and as the lights dimmed he rolled over to face her, his eager erection coming to 
rest on her thigh. It was obvious what he had in mind. 


Biting a lip, she inserted a finger into her pussy. The discomfort from just that convinced her that sex 
right now was not a good idea. She was going to have to gamble again. "I'm really sore tonight, Tukk," 
she whispered. "Can we just go to sleep?" 


There was a brief pause, as a look of deep disappointment crossed the big Gamorrean's face, but then 
he nodded. As he rolled over onto his back, Leia sighed, worry and doubt swirling through her mind. 
There was no question that she'd had to get out of having sex with him if she possibly could, given how 
she was feeling, yet she knew she couldn't afford to lose him as an ally, or even have him less enthused 
about helping her. She didn't think this would do that, but men were... men. You could never tell what 
would send them into a petulant sulk. 


Groaning, she heaved herself up to all fours and scrabbled to turn around in the bed, her knee and leg 
treading on Tukk's chest as she awkwardly straddled him on four moving limbs. He made a noise of 
surprise and questioning protest, which she ignored, and kept turning. Finally she was facing his groin, 
her ass and crotch pointed towards his face. 


He was still hard, she saw... or perhaps the view he was currently getting had re-hardened him. Leia 
eased her upper body down, her breasts and elbows resting on his muscular abdomen, and reached out 
to take hold of his member. It had a fleshy green shaft, with a lemon-shaped head that was a 
reddish-yellow color with purple-green bumps. She ran her fingers down the shaft, and heard him give a 
long guttural exhalation of breath. Smiling very faintly, she kissed the tip of it, her lips caressing the area 
around the tiny hole. Then she opened wider and took his head into her mouth. 


Tukk snorted contentedly as she began to suck him, her tongue going to work on the tip of his penis. 
She was a quick study, and as she took more of him into her mouth the tongue that had once lashed the 
Senate and Grand Moffs alike now pleasured the Gamorrean cock with equal deftness and skill. One 
hand went down to stroke the lower part of the shaft. 


Her other hand reached for the long, dangling ballsack just past his cock. Gamorrean scrotums weren't 
quite as compact as what she understood human ones were like, and she toyed with the fleshy sack, 
fingers playing with it. He had four balls, she quickly found; another difference from humans. He gave a 
low squeal as she lightly squeezed one, then a snuffling groan as she did something with her tongue 
that made his entire body quiver. 


She felt one of his hands reach up to gently take hold of her clit, and sharply turned her head, letting his 
cock bounce free from her lips. "Don't," she said, perhaps a little more harshly than she intended. "Not 
tonight." 


Tukk grunted apologetically and immediately let go. Turning back to his erection, Leia took him back into 
her mouth and this time began to move up and down along the shaft, her head bobbing as she sucked 
him. Her long braid flapped against her shoulder with the motion, and she took the end of it and wrapped 
it around the base of his cock, squeezing it. Then both her hands went to his balls, playing, teasing, 
pinching. 


The big Gamorrean was breathing heavily now, and she could smell the faintly smoky odor of his sweat 
as she fellated him. His hips began to twitch slightly, and she moved one of her hands under his balls to 
tease his asshole with one finger. His hips jerked up even more, and before long, with her tacit 
encouragment, he was making shallow thrusts up with his crotch into her busy mouth. The sound of his 
pants, her moist sucking, and the faint squeak of the bed filled the room for a time. 


Of course before too terribly long all her work had the desired affect, and Tukk groaned loudly and 
came. Leia almost choked as a powerful jet of hot cum sprayed the back of her throat; there was 
obviously no place to spit it without rendering the bed a disgusting sticky mess for the rest of the night, 
so she simply gulped it down. For over a minute she drank him as he spurted his seed into her 
welcoming mouth. The taste wasn't unpleasant, she reflected; salty and a little meaty. Trickles of thick 
white cum escaped her lips to run down his long shaft, pooling and seeping into her wound braid at its 
base. Eventually he ran dry, and she took his slowly shrinking penis from her lips, kissed it on the tip, 
and then turned around in the bed to face Tukk, her breasts dangling in their harness above his chest, 
her head above his. 


"There. Happy now?" she asked him, a bit of good-humored sarcasm in her voice. 
Tukk gave a short, snuffling laugh and nodded. 
"Good. I'm going to take off my clothes now, and go to sleep. All right?" 


He nodded again, and Leia smiled. Reaching behind her with one hand, she unhooked her halter and 
pulled it off, letting her breasts bounce free. Then, reaching down, she undid her metal loincloth belt, and 
pulled it away. Now totally nude, she knelt there, still stradding him on all fours. Her long tail of woven 
brown hair, the end still spattered and wet with his semen, flopped down to brush against his cheek. 
Tukk's eyes slid over her, and she could sense his deep desire, as she had intended. His erection was 
quickly returning. 


She lowered her head towards his. "Not tonight," she said gently but firmly. 


Tukk nodded, although he then shot her a look that suggested that she was in fact a cruel and heartless 
person. 


She rolled off him, and nestled down by his side, her breasts and stomach pressed against him. He 
twitched, but then simply closed his eyes. Leia did the same, pleased. He really did seem to understand 
that no meant no. 


And she didn't mind the fact that he was attracted to her at all. That surprised her a bit. Then again, she 
had been shocked when she realized that she found Han's attentions to be deeply desirable, even as 


they drove her crazy with frustration. 


Shrugging, and giving her crotch one last scratch, Leia closed her eyes and drifted off to sleep. 
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All Part of the Plan 
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Chapter 4: The Fourth Day, Part 1 


She awoke for once before the Gamorreans, lying cuddled up against Tukk. Who, she immediately 
recalled, she had sucked off and teased last night. In the cold light of morning Leia wasn't sure that had 
been a great idea. It was too late now, though, and that was the least of her worries. 


She had been sure that her pussy would feel better after a night's sleep. It didn't. It felt much worse. The 
itching was almost unbearable, and just shifting her legs made her flinch a little. Sitting up naked in bed, 
she examined herself. She was horrified to see that her inner lips were an unhealthy shade of 
purple-red, and her whole cuntal mouth was crusted over with some sort of bad-smelling gunk. This 
definitely wasn't good. 


Leaning over, she gently shook Tukk awake. The Gamorrean sat groggily up and looked at her, morning 
wood making an appearance. "| need to go see the medical droid," she told him, concern obvious in her 
voice. "Something's wrong with me." 


Real alarm blossomed in Tukk's eyes, and he hurriedly jumped out of bed and began to throw on his 
clothing. She was almost touched by his concern before she remembered what would likely happen to 
him if she met with severe harm in his care. Forcing back a worried smirk, she dressed herself, at least 
as dressed as her costume would allow. 


As soon as they were covered, he took her leash, and they proceeded through the halls of the palace 
down to the medical bay. Just walking was uncomfortable, and she unhappily concluded that whatever 
was wrong with her, it wasn't just soreness from rough sex. 


R-P1S was waiting for them when they arrived. "Ah, you're back. I'm not surprised. What seems to be 


the trouble today?" 


"I've got some soreness and itching in my lower parts," Leia told him. "| may have some sort of 
infection." 


"Hmmm. Well, we shall see." The droid turned its glowing eyes to the hovering Tukk. "Guard, please 
wait outside. | don't want you to get... overexcited." 


Tukk grunted uneasily, but reluctantly turned and left the room. The droid closed the blast doors behind 
him, and then turned to Leia. "Very well, flesh slave. Remove all of your clothing and mount the 
proceedure table for an examination." 


Nodding, she started to comply, feeling mixed feelings about Tukk's absense. This was probably best 
done in private, considering the area in question. On the other hand, some friendly company would have 
helped ease her apprehension. There was something different about the droid from last time... she 
peered at it, considering. Same roughly humanoid torso and head, mounted centaurlike on a roughly 
oval lower body, held up by four spiderlike legs. 


"You have four arms this time," she said as she took off the last of her clothing, hitting on the change. 
"An upgrade?" 


"They are modular. | add and remove them as needed." He watched as she hopped up to sit on the hard 
steel examination table. "Please open your legs to allow me access to your breeding cavity." 


"| bet you say that to all the girls," Leia told him with dark sarcasm. It certainly did seem to be a popular 
request lately. She did, though, flinching as the movement of the muscles sent unpleasant twinges 
through her pelvis. 


Moving closer, R-P1S examined her. Picking up a diagnostic tool from a nearby tray, he 
unceremoniously inserted it an inch into her vagina, causing her to bite her lip. He held it still for almost 
twenty seconds, after which it beeped, and he withdrew it with the same lack of delicacy. 


"Trandosharian Crotch Rot," the droid said crisply. "A common spaceport whore's disease in the Outer 
Rim. Still in the very early stages, through." 


Leia stared at him, mortified. "That's... you can't be serious!" The idea of catching an STD like a cheap 
prostitute had somehow never occured to her. 


"Quite serious," R-P1S replied. "You probably contracted it from Ree-Yees. The stage of development 
fits, and I've suspected the Gram of being a carrier for some time now." 


"You know about Ree-Yees, huh?" Leia asked, unhappily. If the news had reached all the way down 
here overnight, how far had it spread? 


The droid gave a harsh mechanical chuckle. "Dear flesh slave. You are wearing a collar that monitors 
your physical reactions. ALL of your physical reactions. | have been monitoring your extremely active 
sexual history since you came here, from the identity of your partners to the number of times they 


succeeded in bringing you to orgasm." 
"What!?" Leia yelped, her eyes widening in dismay. "You... that's..." 


"Of course, | maintain full patient confidentiality," R-P1S told her pleasantly. "Except for Jabba, of 
course, if he should ask. Your sexual affinity towards repeated vaginal intercourse with Gamorreans will 
remain a secret." 


"R-right." Flustered and angry, Leia glared accusingly at the droid. "I thought all that crap you squirted up 
my ass was vaccines for local diseases, specifically to prevent this sort of thing?" 


"It was. However, there is no vaccine or preventative treatment for Trandosharian Crotch Rot, because it 
is not a virus or other sort of microbe. It is a virulent fungal parasite that prefers the inside of flesh 
orifices such as the human breeding cavity for its habitat. It can also exist in a milder form inside the 
scrotum or scrotum equivalent of many races, allowing for easier spread." 


"Absolutely fascinating,” she replied, voice dripping sarcasm. "Is it treatable?" 


"Oh yes, very much so. Especially since you came in so early. Last night would have been preferable, of 
course, but it's still in the initial stages. In a week it would have colonies under the flesh of your cavity, 
and permanent, ah, alterations of your flesh matrix would have resulted." 


Leia shuddered. "Glad | came in, then." Something struck her, and she frowned in alarm. "Ree-Yees 
also was, um, intimate with Trischa Secura and Lyn Me. Should they be sent for to be treated as well, or 
will they come in on their own?" 


R-P1S shook its metal head. "The breeding cavity of the Twi'lek female is resistant to fungal afflictions of 
all sorts. Something to do with the makeup of their lubricant. There's no case of one with Trandosharian 
Crotch Rot in known medical history." 


"Lucky them." Leia sighed. "Okay. Do | just get a bottle of pills, or a shot?" 


"Neither. | will be administering a topical fungicidal gel specially formulated for this. There will be some 
discomfort which you will simply have to bear." The droid set the tool down on an instrument tray. "Lie 
back on the table and keep your legs in an open, spread position." 


Unhappily, she complied, raising her head up so she could still see what was going on. "Are you just 
going to spray it in?" 


"No. Friction is needed to dislodge the existing growths as they are killed." R-P1S set several small 
containers on the nearby instrument tray, then turned to face her. As he advanced forwards on his 
spiderlike legs, a small port in the front of his ovoid lower body opened up. From it emerged a long, 
slightly curved shaft, rounded at the tip. It was covered in what looked like tiny cilla or soft bristles, and 
the whole thing was soaked in a bright blue gel, which oozed from the extended length to drip gobs of it 
on the floor. 


Leia swallowed. She had a pretty good idea where that shaft was going to go, and she suspected it was 


going to hurt. "Try not to be too rough," she said, hating herself for asking. 


"A certain amount of vigor will be required," the droid told her unsympathetically. "But the treatment has 
a 100% success rate." He stepped closer still, and brought the dripping shaft up to the lips of her 
exposed snatch. "This will initially hurt. Feel free to scream." 


"lam not going to AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAGH"" Leia howled as the droid grabbed her thighs with its 
lower set of hands and pulled her forcefully towards it, impaling her on the long, slimy attachment. The 
pain was white hot and searing, and she screamed long and loud as R-P1S moved her and his hull back 
and forth, pushing the bristly rod in and out of her burning vagina. Her hands clawed at the table, and 
she thrashed and squirmed in agony. 


Quickly, however, the pain began to die away, replaced by a soothing tingling sensation and waves of 
stimulation. Slowly, her raw, animal screams faded, to be replaced by choking gasps for breath as her 
chest heaved and fell. 


"The outer crust has been mostly torn away," R-P1S informed her after a few minutes. "Now scrubbing 
of the exposed cavity can begin." There was a whirring noise, and suddenly the semi-flexible shaft 
sliding through her ravaged cunt began to rotate, slowly at first, then picking up speed. 


Leia gasped at the new sensation. It was rubbing against every pleasurable spot inside her, spots that 
were extra sensitive at the moment due to her condition. There was still a bit of pain, but it was lost in 
the soothing tingle and the sheer degree of physical pleasure she was receiving. "T-that... ohhh... 
that's..." The droid adjusted his grip on her thighs, pulling her body in closer so that her butt was 
thumping against his metal hull as he pumped away at her, and she broke off in a deep, unrestrained 
moan. 


Her legs clamped involuntarily around his hull, and she flushed as she realized how this must look. This 
was a medical treatment with a droid, not... not... she moaned again, her head arcing back and her legs 
tightening. Thank the Force he had sent Tukk out, she thought dazedly. She needed to get herself under 
control. She needed... 


A scream of raw pleasure ripped from her lips. Soon her sexual moans and panting were constant as 
she writhed on the metal table, her bottom rhythmically slapping against R-P1S's hull as he plowed her 
sopping, slimy cunt with his spinning shaft. She started to unconsicously push back against him, her 
lower back arching, her hands gripping the edge of the table for purchase. 


When her pleasure had built to a peak, she felt the telltale convulsions begin in her tunnel, and shook 
her head in disbelief. Surely not. But yes; as a throaty scream of sated desire ripped from her lips she 
shuddered and came, long and hard. As she quivered and spasmed on the metal table, she flushed a 
bright red. To be brought to orgasm by a medical droid was just... well, she had endured a lot of indignity 
lately. 


"Good. You came. The extra fluid will aid in washing out the breedng cavity." R-P1S seemed pleased. 
"We still have a way to go. If my analysis of your past climaxes is accurate, you are likely to come for me 
at least once more." 


"I'm n-not coming for YOU, you metal-" Leia broke off into a long, lustful wail as he adjusted her on his 
protrusion. Her back lifted off the table as she wrapped her legs more tightly around him, her breath 
coming in panting gasps. 


"Indeed." The droid bent forwards a little with his upper torso, and his upper set of arms reached out to 
take hold of her quivering breasts. Leia flushed further as his metal hands kneaded them, moving up to 
the tips. "W-what are... are y-you..." 


Her words dissolved into a low, intense cry of arousal as he took her erect, diamond-hard nipples 
between thumb and forefinger. As he fingered them, as if adjusting his grip, she felt the rotation speed of 
the rod threshing in and out of her tight, swollen hole begin to rise. 


"You like that, yes?" R-P1S asked her. "Come for me again, now." 


"|.. 1..." Leia's mouth worked soundlessly, unable to pretend this was simply a medical proceedure any 
more. "I..." Her mind couldn't focus. The ecstacy in her clenching pussy, in the hard tips of her heaving 
breasts, the feel of her legs clamped around the droid vigorously fucking her... 


Against her will, she climaxed a second time, her moans reaching a delirious, desperate wail. Her body 
arched and trembled as she pressed herself tightly into his spinning shaft, her lustful cries of carnal 
satisfaction rising and falling as she urged the droid on with her legs and hips. 


Then searing pain shot through both areola, and her cries of pleasure turned instantly to a surprised 
scream. Still convulsing in the throes of orgasm, she could see that he had extended two steel needles 
from his thumbs, impaling her horizontally through the side of each nipple. A thread-thin trickle of blood 
ran down each quivering mound, and she stared numbly at the droid as her climax shook her and her 
moans told of both sexual bliss and physical pain. 


"Excellent. As | predicted, you were more pliant while being serviced." R-P1S made a harsh muttering 
sound. "That should be sufficient to kill the fungus, but | believe | will make you come once more." 


Flushing a bright crimson, Leia started to say something. Before she could, the droid began to double 
the vigor of his thrusts into her, and her words were lost in a tide of white-hot pleasure that seemed to 
erupt from her ravaged tunnel like a star going nova. Metal fingers played with the tips of her impaled 

nipples, creating a sensation unlike any she had known before, and her eyes almost rolled back in her 
head. 


Her body surrendered completely to its metal conqueror, thrusting back against it and writhing in 
exultation as he possessed her. Dimly she could hear her own slurred, eager voice, begging the droid to 
keep fucking her. 


The final orgasm was short, sharp, and intense. When it was over, she was a trembling, limp mass 
sprawled on the table, breathing quickly and heavily. 


"| doubt any other droid has brought you to orgasm three times in a row." R-P1S's voice was smug. "I 
will review my sensory logs of this at leisure to be better prepared for your future visits." 


Leia simply turned her head away, unwilling to speak. An alarmingly strong part of her was eager for the 
droid to keep servicing her, perhaps bringing her to orgasm number four. The rest of her was deeply 
ashamed and angry at what had just happened. 


Slowly R-P1S retracted the shaft into his hull. Her gaping pussy spewed out a stream of blue gel, her 
own slickness, and crusted remains as it left, and the droid waited for it to finish before releasing her 
thighs and wiping her off with an autotowel. Then it reached for a dermal regenerator on the instrument 
table, and moved it over her impaled nipples for several seconds. Finally satisfied, he picked up a small 
container, opened it, and took out two small but heavy gold hoops. Retracting the needles back into his 
thumbs, he took the two rings and passed the thin wire tops through the now-healed piercings that the 
needles had created. 


Eyes widening in disbelief, Leia stared down at the two thick nipple rings now hanging from the tips of 
her breasts. "Why?" 


"Jabba's instructions, for the next time you were in. | am unsure of the function or purpose, but they 
should be harmless enough as long as you avoid catching them on anything. Studies have shown that 
piercing causes an increase in desirable sensitivity in both male and female human flesh beings, so 
perhaps that is why." 


"Oh." It felt incredibly strange. Not bad, necessarily, but it was going to take some getting used to. She 
eased herself up on her elbows, noting how the rings moved as her breasts swayed. "May | get off this 
table now?" 


"One second." A small device extended from his hull on a stick, and touched a spot between the moons 
of her ass, just over her anus. There was a very slight burning sensation, and then the device withdrew. 
"There. You may get dressed now." 


"What was that for?" she asked. 


"Skin sample for records," the droid lied. Actually he'd burned an ultradermal tattoo microdot into her 
skin half an inch over her asshole. Flesh eyes would take it for a small mole if they noticed it at all. Any 
medical droid who did a complete body scan of her, however, would quickly decode a small audiovideo 
file of her with her legs wrapped around his metal hull, convulsing and gasping in blissful orgasm as she 
urged him on. That wasn't part of his instructions or good medical practice, but his programming was 
somewhat deviant and he took a perverse pleasure in knowing that every medical droid who attended 
her for the rest of her life would know that she had eagerly come for him, begging him to satisfy her. 


Blissfully ignorant of this, Leia got her skimpy clothes on as swiftly as possible. As disturbing as this 
whole episode had been, she had to admit that her lower regions felt normal again. Well, no, not normal, 
she told herself, flushing; she felt like she had just been vigorously fucked to satisfaction three times. 
She still wasn't sure what to think of that or what, if anything, it said about her. She was just going to put 
it down to pure physical stimulation and get the hell out of here. 


The blast doors opened, and Leia emerged from the medical bay to find all four Gamorreans waiting 
outside. Tukk snuffled questioningly at her, and she forced a smile. "All better," she said with a lightness 
she didn't quite feel. "It was a simple problem for him to take care of." 


All four of the guards looked relieved at that, she noted. Tukk handed her a small parcel containing 
some flavored wafers and a small flask of water, and she sat down against the wall and ate. They'd been 
to the dining hall already, she surmised. 


As she washed her breakfast down, Gugg glanced at Tukk and the others and snorted a suggestion of 
some sort. All three of them reacted positively to whatever he had said, looking pleased. When she 
finished and stood, Tukk took hold of her chain, and they proceeded on their way through the palace. 


As they went, Leia got more and more confused and apprehensive. They weren't going to their quarters, 
but they were heading somewhere in the Gamorrean section of the underpalace. Not to the canteen, 
though. Tukk hadn't shown any objections, quite the contrary, so she wasn't overly worried; still, she 
didn't like new places or routines in this hive. They tended to be unpleasant surprises. 


They came to a door, and Gugg got out a purse, and inserted a credstick into the slot by it. There was a 
beeping noise, and the door hissed and slowly swung open, revealing what appeared to be a locker 
room. The Gamorreans trooped inside, and Leia followed. 


The door shut behind them, and immediately, to her distress, all four Gamorreans began to strip off their 
clothing and set it and their gear on shelves. She moved into a corner while they disrobed, until finally 
they were completely naked. Tukk glanced over at her, and mimed that she should remove her own 
meager coverings. 


She stared back at him, feeling betrayed and trapped. Was she going to have to service all four now? 
Why had he turned against her like this? Had she just been fooling herself? Swallowing bile, she slowly 
removed her clothing. It wasn't as if she had any choice in the matter. 


When she was nude, Gugg pressed a button, and a second door swung open, sending a puff of steam 
into the locker room. Giving her chain a gentle tug, Tukk led her into the second chamber, the others 
following. 


It was a circular, sizable, wood-lined room with a pit in the middle holding hot stones. A steady stream of 
water trickled down onto them, sending steam billowing through the room in great clouds. Benches lined 
the walls, and one space held a automated serving unit. Baskets filled with sweet-smelling herbs from 
Gamor hung from the ceiling, and an unseen speaker piped music similar to the kind she had heard 
played in the guard canteen a few nights ago. As she looked around in confusion, the four Gamorreans 
walked past her to the serving unit. Each took a dish-like cup and a clay jug, and then walked to a bench 
and sat down with a happy sigh. 


Understanding dawned, and with it sheer relief. It was a sauna. They were just indulging in a trip to the 
sauna, and since she had to go with them, she was here too. With a heartfelt smile, she sat down next to 
Tukk, feeling a little foolish for doubting him. "Is this a custom on your homeworld?" she asked. 


He nodded, snorting something and pouring liquid from his jug into the dish. He took a long sip, gave a 
pleased sigh, and then offered the other end of the vessel to her. Leia accepted it, and took a cautious 
sip of the clear liquid. It was surprisingly good; a strange but appealing liquor, no doubt some sort of 

Gamorrean distillation from a plant on their world. She could also taste the faint but unmistakable signs 


that marked it as Synthehol, which didn't surprise her. The heavily modified alcohol could give you a 
buzz, even get you fairly tipsy, but it couldn't get you falling-down drunk and the effects wore off within 
minutes after you stopped drinking. It was popular among professions such as interceptor pilots and law 
enforcement, who needed to drink heavily sometimes but who also needed to be alert and fully 
functional within 10 minutes notice. 


She took a larger drink, and coughed a little as the fiery stuff went down her throat, giving a warm glow. 
Handing it back to Tukk, she watched as he drank the remains of the vessel, then poured it full again 
from the jug. Over down the way, she could see the other three doing likewise. He handed the dish back 
to her, and she took another long sip, feeling her muscles relax in the warm moist air. "This isn't half 
bad," she told Tukk. 


He nodded in agreement as she passed it back to him, and took a drink. Then he looked at her, and his 
eyes widened a bit. Snorting, he pointed at her chest. 


"Oh, these?" She fingered one of the heavy gold rings. "The medical droid did it. Jabba's orders." 


He made a wincing face, and then mimed a questioning look. Leia shook her head. "No, they don't hurt. 

They just feel sort of sensitive and strange. They're not something | ever would have had done myself." 

She reached over and tapped the tattoo on his left breast, around the dark green nipple. "Do they not do 
this sort of decoration where you're from?" 


He shook his head, clearly fascinated by the gold loops dangling from the tip of each firm breast. Taking 
another sip, he passed the vessel back to her, and with a slight smile she took another long drink, 
draining the last of the dish with enjoyment. The liquor gave her insides a pleasant glow, and she 
handed the empty cup back to him. 


Tukk set it down on the bench, then reached under it and took out a clear bottle of some sort of fluid. 
Popping the cap off of it, he poured some into his palms, then began to rub it into his arms and chest. 
Curious, Leia leaned a little closer, sniffing. It seemed to be some sort of sweet-smelling oil, perhaps 
made with the same herbs in the hanging baskets. "This is traditional as well?" she asked. 


Nodding, Tukk snuffled something; his meaning was lost on her. She could see the other Gamorreans 
alternating drinking with applying their own coats of oil. Gromo said something to Magg, and the other 
guard obligingly moved over next to him and began oiling his back for him. 


"Here, give me some of that," she said without thinking. He obligingly passed her the bottle, and she 
squirted some into each palm. Then, getting up, she straddled one of his knees, facing him. Adjusting 
her seat on his broad leg, Leia reached behind him and began to rub the scented oil into his broad back. 


Smiling, Tukk reached for the jug and dish, poured a new draught, and then took a long, satisfied sip. 
She smiled back and continued to massage the oil in, her slick hands kneading his back muscles. Tukk 
started to pass her the vessel, seemed to realize that both her hands were occupied, and instead raised 
the cup to her lips himself. She tilted her head back very slightly, and he poured a long sip into her 
mouth. Swallowing, Leia grinned at him, feeling relaxed and a little playful. She was probably a little 
tipsy, she recognized, but not truly drunk. Just enough to take the tension off. 


"Do you do this for hygiene?" she asked, noting with triumph that she wasn't slurring her words. 
"Relaxation?" 


Tukk shrugged slightly, and grunted something. She picked up the gist; we just do. He took a drink, 
smacking his lips, and then moved the dish back to her waiting lips. Gulping it down, she worked her 
way down the back of his torso, perspiring a little in the warm air. 


Her eyes happened to glance down, and she suddenly noticed that he had a massive erection. Not 
entirely surprising, with a naked woman sitting on his knee rubbing oil into his back. Again to her 
surprise, Leia found that she didn't mind, was even a little gratified by the response. "| seem to have 
gotten your attention," she murmured, giving his groin a pointed look. 


Tukk gave a deep, stifled chuckle and took another drink. He was looking at her chest, she noted, 
seemingly enthralled by the golden rings. He reached out one hand towards one, then stopped and 
glanced at her questioningly. 


She hesitated, then nodded. "Go ahead," she said. "Just be careful." 


Nodding, he reached out and fingered the left hoop, swinging it up and down. She squirmed a bit at the 
feel of the piercing's movement inside her nipple, then gave a short gasp as he gave it a very slight, 
gentle tug. The sensation was... she'd certainly never felt anything that intense from her aureola before. 
One broad finger tapped the top of her nipple, and she shivered in the warm, humid air. Her hands were 
almost down to the top of his buttocks now, and as she squirmed a bit on his leg she could feel a certain 
squelch. She was wet, and from the gleam in his eye Tukk was aware of it. 


He gave the ring another tug and a very slight twist, making her stifle a groan, and brought the cup to 
her lips again. She closed her eyes and drank, a warm feeling flowing through her. She was so horny 
right now. She probably shouldn't have drunk as much as she had. The ring gave another tug, and she 
marveled at how sensitive she was there now. It was definitely an improvement, from a certain point of 
view. 


Tukk gulped down the last of the dish, then tried to pour some more. The jug was empty, and he made a 
disgruntled noise. Leia smiled at him and stood up, her hands leaving his back. "I'll get another jug from 
the server," she said, taking the empty one to bring back. "Just a minute." 


She crossed the room a little unsteadily, the steam clouding her vision and the Synthehol in her 
bloodstream high enough to begin affecting her balance. Reaching the server, she punched in the order 
for a refill and tried to clear her head. What was she doing? Just being friendly? Coming on to him? They 
were probably going to have sex again tonight anyway, so was their really any harm in that? 


Leia flushed a little in a way that had nothing to do with alcohol. Any harm? That was a question she'd 
ask for something she wanted to do. Did she want to do this? She didn't know. In the moment, caressing 
his back, having him play with her nipple, she had definitely been enjoying it. She shook her head, 
confused. Too much Synthehol, she decided. 


Without warning, a pair of massive hands seized her from behind, and she yelped. Magg had come up 
behind her, and now as Leia thrashed in his rough grip he started to bodily drag her back towards a 


bench in the far part of the room. His stiff penis jabbed her in the back of the thigh as she struggled, 
making it clear exactly what he intended to do to her. A sort of despairing numbness came over her as 
the memories of the previous times he had enjoyed her flashed through her mind, seeming to sap the 
strength from her limbs. Distantly, she heard Gugg and Gromo's anticipatory laughter as she was 
dragged across the floor towards the bench where he clearly intended to mount her. They would take a 
turn when Magg was done, she knew with cold certainty. 


Tukk surged off his seat like a charging bull. Covering the distance between them in a few swift strides, 
he wrapped an arm around Leia's waist and violently shoved the unprepared, weaker Magg with his 
other hand, sending the cruel guard tumbling backwards to the floor. Forcefully moving Leia behind him, 
Tukk stared angrily at Magg, snorting something empthatic. 


With a roar, Magg jumped to his feet. Gromo now got up and moved to stand next to him, oinking 
something angry at Tukk. All of them glanced to Gugg, who simply smiled, took a long drink of his liquor, 
and then belched. Then he leaned back, apparently content to simply watch. 


Magg and Gromo glanced at each other, nodded, and then began to close in on Tukk. He moved into a 
fighting crouch, and Leia hurriedly took several steps back, watching with fear and apprehension. The 
three Gamorreans slowly drew closer, their oiled, sweaty, muscular bodies tensing, their erections still 
jutting from between their legs. A air of barely contained violence filled the sauna. 


Without warning, Magg charged, catching even Gromo offguard. He barreled towards Tukk swinging 
both arms wildly, apparently hoping to overwhelm the other Gamorrean with the sudden fury of his 
attack. Tukk, however, reacted quickly. He sidestepped the first punch, deflected the second with his 
forearm, and then threw an underhand punch with his other hand that sent Magg staggering back. At 
about the same time Gromo recovered from his surprise and moved in, jabbing. Tukk caught a punch to 
the ribs before he could recover, grunted, and then grabbed Gromo's arm as he threw his next jab. With 
the other Gamorrean thus exposed, Tukk swung a haymaker into the center of his chest, sending Gromo 
flying backwards in a heap. 


Leia watched, tensely excited. She was an expert hand-to-hand fighter, and just from the short 
exchange so far she could tell that both Gromo and Magg were well below her level of training. If she 
had to fight one of them in an open space with plenty of room to maneuver, she thought she had a 
decent chance of taking them, even with their strength and weight advantage. Tukk on the other hand 
was Clearly either far better trained than them, or had far more aptitude, or a mix of both. And he was 
bigger and stronger, too. One on one he ought to be able to beat either of them without much trouble, 
but quanity had a quality all it's own, and any experienced fighter knew that fighting multiple people at 
once was difficult even for an expert. 


Gromo and Magg got to their feet, glanced at each other, and began moving forward again. No wild 
charges this time, Leia sensed; they were going to go in together. Tukk waited, shifting his weight as he 
crouched. When they came within striking distance, he feinted a punch at Gromo, causing the smaller 
Gamorrean to reflexively take a step back. Tukk immediately sidestepped, catching a glancing blow from 
Magg as he did. Magg's body was now between Gromo and Tukk, and Magg seemed to instantly realize 
his peril. He raised his arms defensively, clearly intending to simply try and counter or absorb any 
attacks from Tukk until Gromo could get back into position. 


Tukk threw a powerful, overhand haymaker directly for Magg's face, and Leia almost groaned in 
disappointment. It was a devastating swing, but it was so telegraphed that Magg ought to be able to 
defend against it easily. Sure enough, Magg twisted his head to one side, and the punch flew harmlessly 
past, leaving Tukk overextended and open. Leia winced and waited for the retaliation... only Magg was 
folding like an accordion and staggering away, clutching his middle. 


She grinned. Tukk had started a obvious, powerful overhand punch right at Magg's face... and then a 
split second later, he had thrown an fast underhand punch with his other fist at Magg's gut. The two 
punches had arrived at the same time, but Magg had only seen the one at eye level, heading for his 
face. It was a move that took practice to pull off, but very effective if your opponent wasn't prepared for it. 


Gromo now retreated several steps, not willing to engage Tukk while Magg was down. After a few 
seconds pained squealing, Magg straightened, and snorted something at Gromo. The other guard 
nodded agreement, and once again they began to close slowly in. Only this time, Leia saw, rather than 
coming in shoulder to shoulder, Gromo was edging off to the side. He was trying to flank Tukk, Leia 
realized in sudden concern, so that he could attack from the side or behind while Magg engaged him 
from the front. Even despite the skill differences, she didn't think Tukk could fight that off. She got to her 
feet, intending to attack Gromo and distract him long enough for Tukk to deal with Magg, then coldly 
forced herself to sit down. If she actually attacked one of the guards she was almost certain Gugg would 
get involved, which would end any chance they had. And the consequences for her afterwards would 
likely be severe. If Tukk lost here, she was just going to be gang-fucked again; the prospect made her 
stomach clench, but ultimately it was meaningless. She would have to wait and hope. 


Tukk clearly realized his danger. Rather than wait, he charged Magg, ramming physically into the 
startled guard. The two Gamorreans grappled, their oiled, muscular bodies straining against each, their 
hands scrabbling for purchase on nude limbs slick with sweat and scented oil. Gromo rushed towards 
them, and Tukk clearly sensed that his time to act was short. He grabbed a fistful of Magg's cock and 
ballsack and twisted, squeezing, evoking a squeal of agony from the other guard. As Gromo arrived and 
punched Tukk in the jaw, the big guard threw Magg across the room into a wall, where he slumped to 
the floor, whimpering in pain. Turning on Gromo, Tukk blocked a second swing towards his face with his 
shoulder, and then brutally slammed his elbow into the guard's gut. As Gromo doubled over, Tukk 
yanked his head back up and planted a punch directly into his face. Gromo fell backwards, staggering 
like a drunk before coming to rest on a bench. 


Grunting angrily, Tukk spat a stream of bloody spittle into the pit of hot stones and turned this way and 
that, daring anyone to come at him again. Leia stared, mesmerized. He was normally so placid; she 
hadn't really understood the level of sheer animal violence he was capable of when enraged. It was... 
exciting. Aggressively, Tukk spun to face Gugg, and snorted what sounded like a challenge. 


Gugg took a contemplative drink from his cup, then oinked a relaxed laugh and held up his hands in a 
universal signal of 'no, man, we're cool’. Leia didn't sense any fear from him, though... just an 
unwillingness to fight Tukk here and now for the privilege of sex with her. 


Satisfied, Tukk nodded to Gugg and returned to his bench. Breathing a sigh of relief, Leia retreived their 
cup and the full jug and came over to sit next to him. "Thanks," she said quietly. "Are you hurt?" 


He shook his head, then opened his mouth and pointed; there was a small cut, oozing blood. Nothing 


very serious. He poured a drink from the jug and drank, wincing as the alcohol contacted the wound. 
Then he handed the cup to her, and she gratefully took a long swig, feeling her heartrate drop and her 
muscles untense again. 


They passed the cup back and forth for a minute, coming down a little from the adrenaline high. Then 
Tukk picked up the bottle of oil, and pointed at it, snorting a question. 


"Me?" She did rather like the scent. "Sure." She smiled, guessing his next suggestion. "You want to put it 
on?" 


He snorted, and she stood up. "Let me move where you can reach. Slide down on the bench a bit." Tukk 
complied, moving into a slumping sort of reclining seated posture, and she carefully sat down on his lap, 
facing away from him, her butt on his lower abdomen. "There you go," she murmured. "Do a good job." 


She heard the sounds of the oil being poured, and then his hands reached out and began to rub it into 
her shoulders. She relaxed under the massage, the smell of the sweet oil mingling with the musky odors 
of their sweat. She picked up the vessel and jug from the seat next to them, poured herself some, and 
sipped at it as his big hands eased the knots out of her muscles. 


There was movement between her legs, and she glanced down to see his erection, which had flagged a 
bit, quickly coming up again. Soon it was fully rampant, pointing up at her from between her legs. 
Amused, she took another sip, and patted him on the side of the thigh. "Good work so far. Keep it up." 


His hands worked their way down her back, rubbing the oil in. She raised the vessel up over her head 
and back to his toothy mouth, giving him a sip before bringing it back down for her own swallow. Across 
the room, Magg and Gromo were sitting slumped on their benches, clearly trying to clear their heads and 
get their wind back. They had the air of people who knew they'd lost. Good, she thought with 
satisfaction. 


Tukk's hands now slid around to her front. They started at her collarbone, but slowly moved down. 
Before very long they were cupping her firm breasts, kneading, squeezing, rubbing the slippery oil 
across them. Leia stifled a pleased gasp; the feel was... stimulating. She was suddenly very conscious 
of his presense behind her, of the smell of him, of his lingering aggression and physicality from the fight. 
Her heart beat faster, and she took another drink of liquor just as his fingers began to play with her 
piercings again, making her give a gurgling moan around a mouthful of synthehol. Her thighs tightened 
together, trapping his hard penis between her legs, the tip emerging from them to point up at her. 


He teased her slick twin mounds, twisting and tugging on the thick gold rings, and Leia had to bite her lip 
to keep from crying out. She reached back again, pressing her oiled back against his bare, muscular 
chest, and brought the vessel to his waiting lips. Her hands were trembling very slightly, and some of it 
spilled, splashing down over her face, the tops of her quivering breasts, her hair. Tukk drank deeply, 
then watched as she brought the cup down and sipped from it herself. One of his hands left her breasts, 
and began to slowly move down her stomach, caressing the slick oil into her flesh. 


She knew where that hand was going. And she was so deeply aroused that she wasn't inclined to tell 
him no, although she knew it was a bad idea. Right now she was uncertain how far this was going to go, 
of how far she wanted it to go. Given what had started the fight, it was a bad idea to be doing this in front 


of the other guards. Yet that also made it somehow more desirable and exciting: see what you can't 
have, you vermin? 


Tukk's hand reached to the top of her pubic strip, and then a klaxon by the door sounded. Gugg 
immediately stood; Gromo and Magg followed, with somewhat less energy. Making a frustrated noise, 
Tukk sighed, then reluctantly removed his hands from her body. A little relieved, Leia lightly ran a finger 
over the tip of his erection, then opened her legs a bit and stood up off his lap. Swaying a little, they all 
walked together into the locker area, and then into a much smaller, secondary chamber with drains in 
the tile floor and a ledge holding a row of wooden buckets and spigots. It was uncomfortably cramped, 
and as close as she tried to keep to Tukk, Leia couldn't help brushing up against the other Gamorreans. 
The sensation of them on all sides and the overwhelming scent of the sweat and oil covering their naked 
bodies all combined to make her feel a strange mix of faint, nervous, and aroused, especially given what 
she had just been doing with Tukk. 


Each of them took a wooden bucket, filled it, and then started to dump water over each other's heads. 
With a look of faint amusement, Tukk dumped a bucket over her, causing her to gasp and sputter. It was 
ice cold! The shock of it seemed to drive away the fog and lightheadedness, as well as much of her 
arousal, and she stood shivering in the pack of them as they poured away with abandon. 


Finally they were done, and she could tell that the sweat and most of the oil had been washed away, 
leaving just a faint lingering herbal scent. They returned to the locker room, and all proceeded to dress. 
When they were finished, Tukk took her leash and led her out into the hall. 


As they proceeded along, she sized up the other guards. Gugg seemed fairly content. Gromo also 
seemed to consider the matter over; his body language was relaxed again and he spoke now and then 
to Tukk in a non-hostile manner. Magg, on the other hand, was radiating sullen anger and resentment. 
He clearly didn't consider the matter closed. From time to time he would look at her, and the look in his 
eyes made Leia shiver. 


He still wants to fuck me, she thought. Only now, instead of just hurting me while he does it, he wants 
me to really suffer. If he thought he could get away with it he'd kill me while he came in me. And he was 
stupid and aggressive enough to try and wait for a chance. No matter what, she could never allow 
herself to be alone with him. 


The synthehol was rapidly fading from her system, and she evaluated her feelings and behavior in the 
steam bath more clearly. It was clear to her that she liked consensual sex, a lot. Far more than she had 
expected she would. And the fight had been... she had always secretly gotten a thrill out of people 
risking themselves for her, even though she had been careful never to encourage it. It was one of the 
things that attracted her to Han... and to Luke, although her feelings towards Luke were something she'd 
never been able to figure out. She cared deeply for him and he certainly wasn't just a good friend, but at 
the same time she didn't feel a romantic passion for him the way she did with Han. On the other hand, 
she couldn't claim that her feelings for him were exactly platonic, either. She had masturbated to 
fantasies of him more than once. It had been satisfying, yet somehow wrong on a level she couldn't quite 
vocalize. Although to be honest, sometimes that just made it better. 


They were heading up, she noted, and finally to her lack of surprise they reached Jabba's audience hall. 
Tukk took her over to the dais, and carefully hooked her chain up. Then he glanced at her, a little 


regretfully. 
"I'll be fine," she told him. "Thanks again. I'll see you tonight." 


Nodding, he walked away. Leia clambered up onto the platform, and before long Jabba entered to join 
her there. She endured a brief pawing by him, and then the business of court began. 


It was as dull as she remembered from the day before. After a while, Jabba seemed to find it so as well, 
and called for music and a dance. Today he seemed to prefer her by his side, though, and so she 
watched as Trischa and an older, heavier woman of unclear species performed. Afterwards, the bloated 
gangster seemed to tire, and motioned for quiet. Most of the court seemed in the same mood... perhaps 
a late revel last night?... and soon the audience hall was filled with slumbering forms. Given the 
morning's excitement, it struck Leia as a good idea, and soon she was dozing as well. 


Some time later, she came to full alertness with a start as a still went through the hall. Looking up, her 
heart leapt as a figure in a hooded black robe approached. 


"At last, Master Luke's come to rescue me!" C-3P0 babbled. 


Bib Fortuna walked over to the slumbering Hutt. "Master." As Jabba woke with a start and glared at his 
majordomo, the pasty Twi'lek continued on. "Luke Skywalker, Jedi Knight." 


Jabba's glare grew more baleful. "I told you not to admit him." 
Luke stepped forward. "| must be allowed to speak." 
"He must be allowed to speak," Fortuna agreed. 


Furious, Jabba shoved the Twi'lek, sending him sprawling. "You weak-minded fool! He's using an old 
Jedi mind trick!" 


Luke fixed the Hutt with a stare. "You will bring Captain Solo and the Wookiee to me." 
Unfased, the Hutt gave a contemptuous chuckle. "Your mind powers will not work on me, boy." 


Luke started to reply, but Leia's attention was on Magg, who she spotted out of the corner of her eye. 
The Gamorrean was creeping closer and closer to Luke, clearly intending to grab him the second Jabba 
expressed a wish to restrain him. As Luke and the Hutt exchanged threats, she kept a close eye out, 
trying to gauge if Luke was aware of him. She felt sure that he was, and so kept quiet. 


Without warning, a pistol flew from a bounty hunter's holster and into Luke's hand. Jabba quickly 
shouted something, just as Magg dove for Luke. The floor beneath them opened, and both Luke and 
Magg tumbled down into a pit, the pistol going off harmlessly into the ceiling. 


Chortling, Jabba moved the dais closer to the pit to watch. Her heart in her throat, Leia leaned forward. 
A skiff guard next to her crowded in to watch as well; for a second their eyes made contact, and she 
realized with a shock that it was Lando. How long had he been here? How much had he seen? 


Those thoughts were swept away by a horrible roar from the pit. She choked back a gasp as she saw 
the Rancor emerge into view; it was larger and more terrifying than she had imagined. Magg yowled in 
terror and did his best to run, attracting its attention. One clawed hand scooped him up as if he were a 
toy, and he flailed helplessly as the beast stuffed him into its fanged maw. A dispassionate part of Leia's 
mind noted that the squeals he made as the Rancor devoured him were almost identical to the ones he 
had made all the times he had come in her, spurting his seed into her violated cunt. She would have 
taken a deep pleasure in watching him die if she weren't so terrified that Luke would be next. 


Sure enough, the young Jedi was seized, and she started to look away as it raised him to its jaws. But 
he jammed a bone into its mouth, rolled free, and then dashed for the exit. It slowly pursued him, and 
Leia's heart sank again. He couldn't get out, and how could he kill it? The end seemed inevitable. 


Then the heavy pen door came crashing down on the Rancor's head, the spike driving through its skull 
and into its brain, pinning it to the floor and killing it instantly. 


Behind her, Jabba roared and bellowed in shocked rage. She laughed, unable to hide her sheer relief. 
The crowd murmured and buzzed in consternation, stunned by the unexpected outcome. 


The Hutt gave her a dark glance, and then turned to his guards. "Bring me Solo and the Wookiee! They 
will all pay for this outrage!" 


Ominous. She waited, careful to conceal any further joy she may have felt, worry again running through 
her. She wasn't entirely sure what Luke's plan had been, but so far it didn't seem to be going smoothly. 


Before long Luke, Han, and Chewbacca were dragged up in front of the dais, the two men exchanging 
friendly gibes. Han turned and tried to look around, his vision still clearly not fully recovered. "Where's 
Leia?" 


"I'm here," she said haltingly, her voice breaking slightly. She hated to see him like this, although he 
didn't look as bad as she had feared. Just tired and still out of it from the hibernation sickness. 


Jabba stroked her shoulders, and she shivered. C-3P0 stepped forward. "Oh dear. His High 
Exaltedness, the great Jabba the Hutt, has decreed that you are to be terminated first thing in the 
morning." 


"Good, | hate long waits," Han shot back. 


"You will therefore be taken to the Dune Sea and cast into the Pit of Carkoon, nesting place of the 
all-powerful Sarlacc." 


Hen shrugged. "Doesn't sound so bad." 


"In his belly you will find a new definition of pain and suffering, as you are slowly digested over a 
thousand years." 


"On second thought, let's pass on that, huh?" Han muttered. 


As the guard dragged them from the room, Leia could dimly hear Luke fling a few final threats at the 
Hutt. It sounded like empty bravado, and that was how the crowd and Jabba were taking it. But Leia 
wasn't so sure. She was able to read Luke better than almost anyone she knew, and she sensed that he 
was pleased with how everything was unfolding. Maybe that was overconfidence on his part. Or perhaps 
his primary goal had been to get them out of the heavily guarded palace. She hoped he had a plan for 
what came next. 


She sat and watched the murmuring crowd, trying to draw as little attention to herself as possible as 
Jabba and Bib Fortuna conferred. She could see a pleased looking Trischa talking with Lyn Me and 
another dancer, all of them clearly overjoyed by the demise of the Rancor. Ree-Yees was glumly 
handing over money to another mercenary; apparently he'd lost some sort of bet. Boba Fett just stood 
there fingering his weapon. 


Fortuna came over and unhooked her chain. "Come with me," he said shortly. Nervously, she followed, 
and they left the main hall and walked down a short corridor. The pasty Twi'lek thumbed a door button, 
and propelled her into the room beyond with a slight shove. It was empty, except for a narrow shelf or 
bench built into the far wall and a small cleaning droid, repeatedly circling the metal floor. 


"What am | doing here?" she asked, looking around. 


"The Rancor Keeper is unconsolable. Fuck him to take his mind off his loss. You're good at that." 
Fortuna turned to go. "He'll be here in a second." And with that he closed the door and left. 


Leia gave a long, unhappy sigh. She was so close to getting out of here. She didn't want to add one 
more notch to her belt. Her options seemed limited, though. 


The door opened, and a Gamorrean showed a big, somewhat obese, rather slovenly human in. He was 
stripped to the waist, middle aged, and she could see his barrel chest and thick belly were covered with 
hair and grime. He smelled strongly of dung. 


As he walked towards her, Leia recoiled. He was perhaps one of the least desirable human males she 
had ever seen, and her stomach lurched a bit at the thought of having to satisfy him. Also, he was a 
human. That meant, however unlikely, the chance of pregnancy existed. Maybe she could use her hand 
or her mouth. Even her anus, if need be. 


The Keeper advanced on her swiftly. His big arms reached out and pulled her against his body ina 
crushing bear hug. As she gagged on the sour smell of old sweat, animal shit, and grime, he leaned 
down and buried his face between her breasts. Leia forced her mind to start to go detatched, grimly 
surrendering herself and her body to the lusts of this filthy man. 


Then the Keeper burst into tears. 


Startled, she stood there awkwardly while he sobbed into her bosom. Finally he raised his tear-stained 
face and babbled something at her in a language she didn't recognize. Not knowing what else to do she 
made sympathetic noises at him. He put his head on her shoulder and bawled some more, and she 
gingerly patted him on the back. 


He steered her over to the bench, and they both sat down. Gazing at her earnestly, the Keeper gabbled 
a stream of nonsense syllables, occasionally gesturing for emphasis, getting more and more worked up. 
She nodded and continued to act as if she was in total understanding with him. Finally, he broke down 
again, and leaned towards her. Sensing what he wanted, she gave him a tenative hug, and he again 
sobbed on her shoulder. 


When the crying jag came to an end, he reached for his pants, and she once again began to steel 
herself for a lewd, filthy coupling. But instead of his cock, he pulled out a small holocube, and began to 
project images. There was a baby Rancor, being fed meat. There it was doing tricks. There was the 
Keeper, posing proudly with it. There it was devouring a screaming prisoner. 


"Oh, you poor man," Leia said without much enthusiasm. The Keeper babbled at her again, and then fell 
back into her arms, crying. She patted him on the back, starting to get a little irritated. It was bad enough 
she had to service the brute, did she really have to listen to him mourn his horrible monster as well? 


When he finally broke the embrace, she pulled down her halter, letting her breasts bounce free. "Why 
don't you let me distract you?" she said as seductively as she could bring herself to. "Undo your pants, 
and I'll use my hand to-" 


He earnestly gabbered someting back, gesturing at his holocube and occasionally at the air. She 
nodded in blank incomprehension. He leaned forwards and once again buried his head in her breasts, 
bawling as if his heart was breaking. Teeth clenching a little, Leia cooed at him and patted his head. 
When was he just going to do it and get it over with? 


After a while, he straightened and stood up, wiping his eyes. Looking grateful, he babbled what she 
gathered were thanks and then turned and walked for the door. 


Leia watched him go with her mouth slightly open, feeling a mix between deeply relieved and rather 
insulted. Apparently all he'd wanted was a bit of sympathy. Maybe he prefered men. 


She walked after him to the door, and the guard there grunted and waved him out. As he left, Leia saw 
the Rodian who had seemed so fascinated with her the other day, the mercenary with the thermal smart 
lenses. He was standing casually in the hallway, clearly hoping for a glimpse of her. Her mind worked 
quickly, sensing an opportunity. It would involve a bit of sacrifice, but she was determined to get Han out 
of here and kill Jabba, and was willing to endure a lot for those goals. 


She waved at the Rodian. "Hey," she called to him, her voice suggestive. "Why don't you come in here 
with me?" 


Disbelieving, the Rodian pointed at himself questioningly. She smiled and nodded. He hurried towards 
her, only to be stopped by the Gamorrean guard, who rumbled something ominously. Hurriedly, the 
Rodian fished out a purse and passed the guard a credstick. Suddenly tractable, the Gamorrean waved 
him in, and he entered the room with her and shut the door behind them. 


Leia smiled at him. "| saw you watching me." 


"Oh you did?" He sounded excited. "You liked that, did you?" 


"Mmm, yes." She took a step back as he eagerly advanced on her. "Why don't you take off those lenses 
so | can see your beautiful round eyes? Just set them down on the floor." 


He hurried to comply, and as he knelt to set them down, she carefully calculated her reach and his area 
of vision. Then she eased herself down next to him, took him by the shoulders, and pulled him down on 
top of her. 


They kissed and fondled each other, his tapered snout sucking against her smaller lips, his delicate 
hands caressing her bare torso. Leia ran her hands all along his clothed back and buttocks, making 
passionate noises even as her mind stayed cold and icy. He wasn't quite distracted enough, she 
thought. A bit further. 


Reaching down, she unzipped his jerkin and exposed his slender green torso. He wasn't much heavier 
than she was, which made bearing his weight on her a lot easier. Her tongue slid into his mouth, and he 
grabbed her bare breasts and squeezed. As she wriggled, he began to pull down his pants. 


She had hoped they wouldn't need to go this far, but she had known that it would probably be required. 
As he hauled down his faux-leather trousers, she undid the clasp of her loincloth and tugged it away, 
careful to have the discarded garment land in the right place. The Rodian reared back a little, and she 
could see his exposed, erect penis now. It was a bright cherry red, ribbed like an accordion, with a cone 
shaped tip ending in what looked like a nozzle. The base had a ball or knot of some sort, and beneath it 
were two dangling green sacks, each clearly containing a single sphere. 


Biting her lip, Leia spread her legs and reached down to part her petals for him. "Go on, do me good and 
deep,” she told him. "| want you in me." 


He didn't need to be told twice. Eagerly he thrust into her, making her cry out. His conical lips closed 
around hers as he kissed her, his hips starting to move up and down. She groaned around his ardent 
mouth, her legs wrapping around his slender hips as he pumped away at her. His cock seemed to 
expand and contract in length as it delved her hot, wet hole, the ribbing rubbing pleasingly against the 
sensitive places inside. Her hands clutched at his back, then slid down to his sides. 


His small antennae twitching spasmodically, the Rodian increased his hungry thrusts, pushing harder 
and deeper as his ardor grew. Leia forced her mind to stay focused as their fucking grew increasingly 
frenzied and her own pleasure grew; this was what she had been waiting for. He was completely 
focused on taking her, and she deftly slid one arm away to snag the thermal lenses. 


As she started to move the arm, the Rodian made a extra deep thrust and pushed the knot into her. She 
gave a short scream of mixed pleasure and pain, and then moaned loudly as he thumped his now-stuck 
torso into her over and over. She almost dropped the lenses as her cunt strained and clenched, making 
her gasp and pant, but she forced herself to concentrate and continued to transfer the lenses over to her 
discarded loincloth, where she hid them in a fold. 


The Rodian was breathing heavily now and slamming into her over and over, his thrusts shallow but 
forceful, locked pussy to groin with her. He covered her face and breasts with kisses, and she tossed her 


head, raising her hands to stroke the back of his neck. Then he gave a long, hooting gasp, and she felt a 
single, massive gush into her which immediately ceased. He stiffened, convulsed, and then collapsed 
onto her. 

"Was it good?" he finally asked, after catching his breath. 


"You were incredible," Leia lied, kissing his cheek. It hadn't been that bad, but she hadn't gotten off and 
she wasn't inclined to repeat the experience. Right now she just wanted him off. "Can you, uh, sit up?" 


"No. Not until the swelling goes down." He sounded a bit embarrassed. "It shouldn't take long." 
"Ah." She pitied Rodian females. Well, nothing to do but wait. "What's your name?" 

"Tuurko." He kissed her cheek. "And they said you are Leia?" 

"That's right." 


"You're amazing. When | saw you, | knew we were fated." Tuurko smiled, then looked away, flushing a 
little bit. "Well, | wished that we were. I... have trouble with women. They don't like me." 


"Why's that?" she asked. 


"| don't know." He frowned at her, seeming honestly perplexed. "! don't swear at them. | think I'm good 
looking. Well, okay-looking. What do you think?" 


Leia thought if he was obviously checking out and or stalking every woman he was interested in, it was 
no wonder he had trouble. "Well, you work for Jabba the Hutt," she said instead. "Lots of women find 
that scary. Maybe suggests that you're not very respectable." 


"But not you?" 


"| have a thing for scoundrels," she said with wry honesty. "Anyway, if nothing else, you seem to have 
money. There's always women who'll love you for that, or a good imitaion." 


"Oh, | don't visit those sort of places." He looked even more embarrassed, then glanced at her. "If | tell 
you something, can you keep it a secret?" 


She nodded. "Of course." 


"This was my first time. | was really nervous." She stared in surprise, and his green face flushed. "| 
know. Please don't tell anyone. My reputation would be ruined if the other bounty hunters knew | was a 
virgin for so long." 


"Uh, | won't tell anyone." Leia now felt a little awkward and vaguely guilty over taking his virginity as a 
coldblooded ploy. It brought a degree of emotional intimacy to what they had done that she wasn't 
comfortable with. On the other hand, it meant she wasn't likely to have to worry about disease, and he 
could have done a hell of a lot worse for a first time than a royal princess of Alderaan. "You were pretty 


amazing for your first time. You'll be an incredible lover with more practice." 


He smiled, and then gingerly raised himself a bit. "Hold still. I'm going to try to pull out." She braced 
herself, and he reared back. Her cuntal mouth strained and stretched as he tugged, and she uttered a 
short, low cry, her eyes rolling slightly back in their sockets. Then the knot tore loose, and his floppy 
penis slid free in a glush of her nectar and thick pink cum, filled with... 


Leia pointed at her oozing vulva in alarm. "What are those?" she asked sharply, pointing to small, 
wriggling shapes in the slimy pink liquid. 


Tuurko glanced at them in confusion. "Sperm, of course," he said, looking at her strangely. 
"Oh." She nodded, inwardly a little grossed out. "In humans they're a lot... smaller." 
"Oh." He put his clothes back on, then looked around the floor. "Have you seen my lenses?" 


The cleaning droid scuttled by, and Leia pointed at it, picking up her loincloth. "I think the droid might 
have thought they were litter." 


"Damn!" Tuurko glared at the little machine, then shrugged. "Oh well. Worth it." He helped her up and 
watched her dress, hungrily. When she was done, he approached her. "Look, Leia... thank you for... it 
was really, really good. Everything | dreamed it would be. | know I'm not the best male, but you must 
have seen something in me, or you wouldn't have wanted to... well. You know." He looked embarrassed. 
"I've got some money. If | can manage to buy you from the Hutt, would you be my woman? I'd be really 
good to you." 


"If you can do it, sure," she said. "Just be careful not to anger Jabba. I'd wait a few days before you 
approach him. He's not... very receptive right now." 


"No kidding," the Rodian said fervently. He leaned in and kissed her cheek, then they walked to the 
door. He gave her a final wave, and left. 


Leia ducked back into the room, and quietly fished out her prize. Sure enough, they were SoroSuub Tac 
4 Thermal Smart Lenses, a top-line model that she and every other Rebel who did commando work 
were well familiar with. She quickly turned off the glowing data and targeting overlays and HUD; she 
didn't need any of that and it would make them far too obvious. Instead she set them to stealth mode, 
made sure thermal sight was on at certain levels of lighting, and then set the size to standard human. 
The clear discs shrank obediently, and she carefully inserted them into her eyes like contact lenses. 
They'd be undetectable this way unless someone scanned her... and now, she could see in pitch 
darkness. 


She smiled, a predator's smile. When the moment came, she intended to make full use of that fact. 
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All Part of the Plan 
by Emily Wintercold 


Chapter 5: The Fourth Day, Part 2 


Before too long, Bib Fortuna returned and took her back out to the main hall. The majordomo had a 
lecherous smirk on his face; probably picturing her screwing the grimy Rancor Keeper. She ignored him, 
and returned to her place on Jabba's dais. 


The remainder of the day at court went by quickly. Most of the courtiers sensed that Jabba was even 
more tempermental and vindictive than usual after losing his prize pet, and refrained from bringing him 
any proposals or petitions. They talked amongst themselves about the sport tomorrow morning, or 
gambled and listened to the band play. The Hutt watched them without much enthusiasm, clearly bored 
and restless. Finally he called a halt to the proceedings early, and the crowd began to drift off, Trischa 
shooting a worried glance at Leia as she left. 


Gromo approached to unhook Leia's chain, and Fortuna waved him off. "She's needed elsewhere," the 
pasty Twi'lek said. "You can collect her later tonight." 


Oh, that wasn't good. That could mean any number of things. Although if he was telling the guard to 
expect her later in the evening, that at least meant she probably wasn't going to be simply fed to some 
beast to assauge Jabba's wrath. Still, she couldn't suppress a flutter of fear. 


The Hutt departed on his hover litter, and she rested on the now-empty dais, watching the band pack up 
and menial servants clear away trash and the remains of the refreshment tables. As the minutes passed, 
her nervousness grew and grew. Finally Fortuna uncoupled her leash from the platform and gave it a 
tug. Hopping down, Leia followed him out of the hall. 


They went a different way, the way she had gone when she had been in disguise as a bounty hunter and 


had been given quarters for the night. But instead of turning into the guest wing, they went up, 
ascending stairs to the upper floors of the palace. The floors and furnishings grew richer and richer as 
they went; this was clearly where those high in the Hutt's favor dwelled. 


Finally they reached a set of rooms decorated in hideous-looking bas reliefs. Fortuna stopped, then 
pointed at a low table. "Remove your clothing and leave it there. Then proceed through the doors." He 
pointed at a set of enameled double doors at the far end of the room. "| would suggest being on your 
best behavior." 


Wordlessly she nodded; there really wasn't anything to say. She considered killing him with a swift kick 
to the throat; he obviously wasn't a fighter, and once he was dead she could quickly make her way down 
through the palace, perhaps ambushing a guard for his weapon along the way. Then she'd have to make 
her way out of the palace, a prospect for which she was not holding high hopes. Not with Jabba's guards 
plus about a hundred assorted bounty hunters residing here as guests, and a collar round her neck 
tracking her health and location. Even if she did somehow get away, she would be abandoning Luke, 
Han, and Chewbacca, and it was all too likely that her escape might cause a change in plans, ruining 
whatever plan Luke might have. But most of all, she hadn't killed Jabba yet, and that was going to 
happen before she voluntarily left this wretched planet. She was just going to have to endure whatever 
awaited her. 


She undressed fully, folding her halter and loincloth and setting them on the table, doing her best to 
ignore the pasty Twi'lek's gaze. He stepped forward and ran a greedy hand down her bare back to the 
curve of her bottom, making her turn abruptly away, a cold look on her face. Slowly, she walked to the 
green-paneled doors, pushed them open, and stepped through. 


Wet warmth hit her as she entered, and for a second Leia thought she had stepped into a sauna again. 
It wasn't, though. The chamber was a deep red, circular with a domed ceiling, and the vast majority of it 
was dominated by a shallow pool filled with a thick, greenish, occasionally bubbling liquid. On the rim 
that ran along the sides of the chamber, two guards stood; a species she had never encountered before. 
They were hairless, with pale shiny skin and no mouths, and wide compound eyes flanked by two 
shell-like organs that she assumed were ears. Their bare chests revealed them as obviously female, and 
their hips were girded by a complex set of straps that held weapons of various sorts. They carried pikes 
in their hands, and the easy way they held them told Leia that they were expert in their use. The Hutt's 
vile little monkey-lizard pet sat on the edge, playing with the surface of the liquid. 


In the center of the pool rested Jabba, a broad smirk on his wide face. "Step forward," he said. "Let me 
see you." 


Unwillingly, she did. The doors quietly shut behind her, and her trapped feeling only grew. She cast 
about for ways to kill the Hutt here and now; he had only two guards in attendance. Unfortunately she 
sensed they were very skilled guards, she was unarmed except for the chain round her neck, and her 
punches and kicks would do little to no damage against the crimelord's rubbery body. This was not the 
moment for a successful assassination. 


"Very nice," Jabba said, looking her up and down. "Why don't you join me in here?" 


Swallowing, she stepped into the pool. It was knee-deep, thick and slimy, and warm as blood. The stuff 


clung to her legs as she reluctantly walked further in, and she shivered a bit despite the hot, humid air. 


"That's right. Tell me, are you enjoying your new position as my slave?" The Hutt's eyes gleamed with 
lazy malice. 


"Yes, master," she replied with an imitation of servility. 


"You seemed excessively pleased at the death of my pet today," Jabba mused. "One might suspect that 
you still harbored illusions that Solo and his friends may survive." 


"No, master," Leia replied, concealing a tremor of unease. "As you have decreed, they will die 
tomorrow." 


"That's right. And the Rancor?" 
"| was simply excited by the fight," she lied. "By such a large, impressive creature being slain." 


"| see," Jabba said, dark amusement in his voice. "I don't Know that | like you celebrating the loss of one 
of my prized treasures, my dear. It makes me... a little upset with you." 


Swallowing, she stepped forwards. "Please forgive me, master." 


Jabba smiled. "| forgive you, lovely one. Come here." Reluctantly she inched closer still, and his squat 
but powerful arms reached out to seize her by the waist and draw her against his fetid bulk. Her face 
stared into his, trying desperately to keep her disgust hidden. 


"You were wasted on Solo. A weak man. A man with no drive. Women want a being who is strong, who 
will ruthlessly crush those who stand in their way until they stand atop the summit of power. You want 
me, lovely slave. You simply do not know it yet." 


He really believed that crap, Leia realized in disbelief. She hadn't expected that a crimelord of Jabba's 
stature could be so... naive? Delusional? Clueless? His tongue flicked out to taste her collarbone, and 
she flinched again. 


"Still reluctant?" She forced herself to shake her head slightly, and the Hutt's hooded eyes flickered with 
amusement. "No matter. Now you will find out what it means to be satisfied by a being who wields true 
power." 


Her blood ran cold. He didn't mean... he did. Pure horror and disgust took over and she tried to step 
away, only to find the two guards silently closing in behind her and seizing her upper arms in an iron 
grip. As she struggled, Jabba reared back, and began to make a series of strange, pained sounding 
grunts. She could heard the horrible little monkey-lizard laughing shrilly. 


From the lower belly of the Hutt, a pouch opened, and a purple organ began to emerge. It was conical at 
the top, with a long, grooved length beneath it and evenly spaced rings or discs of muscle. The whole 
thing was oozing a thick, greenish slime, and smelled awful. As she stared at it, the guards begain to 
push her forwards and lift her slightly. 


Her composure breaking, Leia thrashed and struggled. Jabba reached out and took her hips in both 
hands. Then, the guards holding her arms, he began to slowly lower her towards the waiting organ. 


"Wait... no... wait..." she pleaded desperately, her eyes wide with horror. 


"Soon, you will be singing a different tune," Jabba told her. The conical tip touched her vulva, and she 
shuddered at the feel of the slimy thing against her soft petals. "Now, you will truly learn who your 
master is." 


And with that, he brought her swiftly down. 


Leia screamed as the Hutt's slimy length slid into her tight cunt. The slickness of the vile thing meant that 
her lack of lubrication was not an issue, but that was small consolation. She struggled, wriggling impaled 
on his member like a pinned butterfly, as his hands pulled her fully against his torso. 


As the guards stepped back, the Hutt began to slowly roll on his side, taking her with him. Soon they 
were lying in the pool, her head and half of her body just above the warm slime, the rest of her 
submerged. She shut her eyes, trying to distance herself from what was happening, and waited for him 
to being to move. 


He didn't. The Hutt simply lay there, stroking her, his length buried within her snatch. She shuddered and 
waited, her skin crawling, desperately wanting to shriek and kill the vile being. 


A strange pulse in her tunnel. Then another. Then a third, stronger one. Numbly, Leia realized that while 
Jabba wasn't thrusting into her, his organ was starting to expand and contract, expand and contract. A 
self-thrusting penis. 


Soon the movement inside her pussy was violent and intense, as the thing's contractions grew and 
grew. She thought that it was shrinking to a fourth of its full length and then expanding again, all within 
the space of about three seconds. She bit her lip, trying to ignore the sensations from her violated 
tunnel. It wasn't that difficult; the sheer disgust she was feeling more than overwhelmed the twinges of 
physical gratification. 


A liquid jet drenched her insides, and she closed her eyes, wearily hoping that now that he'd come he 
would let her go. But instead the organ's contractions only seemed to intensify. She felt a despairing 
moan slip free of her lips. 


It had to end soon. But it didn't. And as she lay pressed against the Hutt's slimy bulk, his hands slowly 
exploring her body, she realized that she was starting to feel... odd. Warm. A little dizzy. Her thoughts, 
which had been cold and clear if repulsed, started to become fuzzy and uncertain. 


Most of all, the movement in her slick tunnel was starting to send waves of bliss through her body rather 
than twinges of pleasure. She fought them, successfully at first. After a few minutes, though, her lips 
parted and she gave an involuntary gasp of pleasure. It was quickly followed by another. 


"You like that, yes?" Jabba murmured. "Women need the first part to warm up." 


First part? He must mean that jet of whatever it was. It must be affecting her... affecting her... Leia shook 
her head, trying to get her thoughts straight. Then she forgot about it as Jabba leaned in and began to 
slurp and lick her breasts. The grotesque wash, which would have made her gag several minutes 
before, caused her to cry out... a hungry, aroused cry that shocked her to hear. 


It was not the last. As she writhed in pleasure against him, her legs began to slide against his sides, 
reflexively trying to straddle him. Her hands ran against his rubbery skin, and she pushed closer against 
him as she moaned and trembled. As the organ within her clenching cunt moved up and down like a 
piston, she hazily tried to get control of himself. He was vile, horrible. He repulsed her. He... her thoughts 
failed her, and fell away in a wave of pleasure and a frenzied need for satisfaction. She felt like she was 
burning up, like she was about to burst. 


"Do you still want me to stop?" Jabba asked mockingly. 
"No," she heard her own voice slur. 
"Beg me to continue." 


"Please don't stop. Fuck me," Leia begged. "Please. | need to... | need..." Shame and horror rose up at 
the sound of what she was saying, but were quickly beaten down by the overwhelming need for release 
she was feeling. "Please keep fucking me." 


"Tell me | am better than Solo." 


"You're better than Solo," she sobbed. "Much better. Just please, don't stop fucking me. | need..." Her 
voice trailed off into a scream, an animal cry of pure desire. 


It wasn't clear to her how long they lay there in the bubbling, viscous green pool, her screaming and 
begging him to please her, the Hutt reclining and slowly conquering her body and mind, drawing 
obscene promises and pledges from her shuddering lips. Finally, she felt a shudder run through him, 
and a bulge appeared at the base of his organ. It passed up his length and into her, and then she felt a 
wet surge and the sensation of a small, hard object wriggling inside her. The proceedure was repeated 
twice more, as she desperately tried to achieve climax. After the third time, Jabba motioned to his 
guards, and they approached from behind and began to drag her off his length. 


"No... wait... | haven't...!" Leia screamed. "Keep fucking me! Please!" 


"Another time, my dear," Jabba crooned, as he turned his bulk and slithered out of the pool. "Many other 
times." He awkwardly passed through two doors in the far wall, and vanished. 


Sobbing, Leia was hauled from the pool and unceremoniously dropped on the rim. Lying on her back, 
she reached down to her vulva and desperately, frantically began to masturbate. She had to achieve 
release. She had to... 


The little monkey-lizard sidled up, and watched her for a time as she writhed on the edge of the pool. Its 
beady eyes gleamed, and it seemed to reach a decision. Slowly, its tiny cock jutting from its fat body, it 


closed on her and darted between her legs. 


A distant part of Leia's mind screamed and yelled at her to break the little vermin's neck. Instead she 
continued to urgently finger her clit, her legs parting a bit further to give him better access to her shaved, 
slime-soaked snatch. Cackling, the monkey-lizard crammed his stubby penis inside her and began to 
gleefully pump away as she rubbed her button and teased one nipple, her head tossing back and forth. 


It didn't take long for the horrible little thing to come, shooting ropey strings of foul-smelling semen into 
her swollen, sopping cunt. Pulling out, it shot a few more onto her belly, then scuttled off, laughing 
maniacally. She ignored him, fingers desperately trying to bring herself to release. 


After a minute of futile masturbation, the doors she had entered through opened and Bib Fortuna 
entered. Sensing a male presense, Leia scrabbled up off her back and went to all fours. Hiking her 
bottom in the air, she anxiously presented herself to him, her squishy, slimy slit red, swollen, and open in 
clear invitation. Her rounded ass, shiny with the fluid of the pool, wiggled and quivered with barely 
restrained eagerness as it jutted up at the majordomo, begging to be taken. 


"Not so icy now, are you?" Fortuna murmured smugly. The pasty Twi'lek pulled open his pants and 
grabbed her hips with both hands. Then, spurning the obviously-used pussy she was so desperate to 
have him in, he rammed his cock into the puckered star of her anus. Crying out, Leia began to frantically 
thrust her bottom upwards, driving herself hard against his length as she fingered her clit and gasped for 
breath, her head and breasts sliding back and forth against the floor. 


For several minutes Fortuna assfucked her, causing empty pleasure and jolts of pain. Leia begged him 
several times for more, provoking amused laughter. Finally he came deep in her rectum and pulled out. 
One last spray sent rivulets of blue cum spattering and dripping across her lower back. With a muffled 
sob, she looked anxiously back, one hand going to spread her labia in invitation. "Please..." she choked. 
"| need..." 


"Bide, whore," Fortuna told her, contempt in his voice. "| can see you've been taken even more strongly 
than most. Lie still for a second." 


She collapsed to the floor in despair as he left the room. He returned a minute later with two glasses; a 
small one containing an amber liquid, and a larger one holding what looked like water. He thrust the first 
one at her. "Drink." When she hesitated, he frowned at her. "Drink if you want to be fucked again." 


Leia hurriedly downed the glass. It was some sort of spicy liquor, she discovered; not a type she was 
familiar with. Not bad, but somewhat harsh, and it burned a bit in her stomach. She began to sweat; a 
little at first, then a lot. Soon the sheen of slime on her body was joined by dripping rivers of her own 
persperation. 


Fortuna studied her, and nodded. "Good," he said, handing her the larger glass of water. "Now drink this 
to rehydrate." She did, and he grunted. "Wait a few minutes. | will be in the other room. Join me when 
you can." 


He left, leaving Leia to the company of the two female guards, who stared at her unreadably. With a 
whimper of frustrated despair, she leaned back against the chamber wall and closed her eyes. 


To her vast relief, however, she soon felt the overwhelming sense of need for release start to fade. As 
her muscles began to untense and the furnace of desire started to bank and die, her head slowly began 
to clear and her thoughts became easier to put together. She was almost pathetically grateful for the 
weakening of the horrible carnal urgency, yet as it slipped away and more of her rational mind regained 
control, she felt a deep well of rage and humiliation begin to rise. 


She thought of how completely the Hutt had sexually broken her... how she had begged him to perform 
obscenities upon her body... how she had eagerly given herself to his vile pet and the disgusting Fortuna 
as if she were an animal in heat. At the moment she felt like the Hutt Slut her brand proclaimed her to 
be. And the worst part was that even now, as the corrupt fire died out of her veins, part of her still 
wanted Jabba to return and continue fucking her. She knew that the next time he sent for her, her 
nauseous disgust would walk hand in hand with a deep, horny thrill that would bring her to his vile 
embrace dripping wet and trembling with anticipation. 


She gave a muffled scream, slamming her palm into the floor. There was only one way to end this. She 
had to kill him. Personally. And soon. 


Slowly, she gathered her composure and presense and got to her feet. Without so much as a glance at 
the guards, she walked through the double doors to the antechamber, where Fortuna waited. He leered 
at her. "Still want to offer me your womanhood for poking?" 


She looked at him, and Fortuna took a step back, one hand nervously going to his throat. "Maybe not," 
he muttered, seeming to struggle for breath for a second. Then, flustered, he grabbed her clothing and 
took hold of her leash. "Follow," he said irritably. "You're still coated with that filthy stuff. You can dress 
when you've showered." 


Gritting her teeth, Leia allowed herself to be led out of the room, her eyes still fixed on the pasty Twi'lek's 
back, visions of his death playing through her mind. Several times Fortuna had to stop, seeming out of 
breath, and massage his throat with increasing worry and confusion. That was of no comfort to Leia, 
who had to endure the stares of those who passed them by as she stood, nude, slimy and 
cum-spattered, in a public hallway. Finally, though, they reached the dancers’ showers. 


"Go in. Wash," Fortuna rasped. "Someone will take you back to your quarters afterwards. | have to go 
see the medical droid." He thrust the bundle of her clothing at her, and then hastily departed. 


With relief, Leia entered the washroom, put her clothes down on a bench, and them stepped into the 
showers. She let the warm water cascade over her, washing away the slime and the semen, cleansing 
her. Her hands hugged herself, then moved down to scrub at her swollen genitals, removing the vile 
substances contaminating them. 


One more day, she thought to herself. Get through tonight, and tomorrow it will be settled. 
She stood and swayed under the water for a long time, feeling a deep need to get as clean as possible. 


The sounds of footsteps at the enterance grew her attention, and she looked up. When Trischa Secura 
and Lyn Me entered, she nodded to them, forcing a smile. 


Trischa hurried up. "Did the Hutt finish in you?" 
Her smile vanished. "I don't want to talk about-" 


"This is no time for modesty, love," Trischa said, cutting her off. "This is important. There are dangers 
you probably don't know." 


"|... yes. He did." Leia flushed crimson, looking away. "What are you talking about?" 
"It's.. I'm going to let Lyn explain. She's better at this sort of thing." 


Leia looked impatiently at the ex-scholar, who bounced over. "Hi, Leia. | guess | get to give you the talk, 
huh?" She winked, seemingly unbothered by Leia's lack of enthusiasm, and then seemed to suddenly 
turn very serious. "First of all, some basic background. The Hutt species has only one gender, or no 
genders at all depending on how one looks at it. All Hutt are born with an ovipositor, kept hidden in a 
pouch, and a vaginal cavity, concealed in skin folds. Hutts mate on their sides, with one penetrating the 
other. Such an arrangement is not unusual among galactic species, although obviously two genders is 
far more common." 


"Wait, so Jabba isn't a he at all?" Leia asked, surprised. 


"Mmm, that depends on how you define 'he'. Biologically Jabba is neither a he nor a she. However, most 
Hutts adopt a gender identity when they are called on to interact with other species, and Jabba is no 
exception; he has decided that he is a he and expects to be addressed as such except by other Hutts. 
He could have just as easily chosen to be a she, however." 


"Okay. Go on." Leia marveled at how suddenly professional and almost pedantic the usually flirtatious 
Lyn had become. 


"What makes Hutts almost unique is that they do not require another Hutt for procreation. Hutts can and 
will mate with any creature with a vaginal cavity that their ovipositor will fit into. The Hutt grasps its 
partner to itself, penetrates them, and then lies still while their ovipositor begins to pump. Very quickly 
they shoot a chemical from it into their partner, which causes most species to become greatly aroused, 
abnormally sensitive to pleasure, mentally impaired, and unable to achieve climax or other forms of 
orgasm." 


"That's what... yes. Go on." 


"After the Hutt has achieved sufficient pumping pressure and satisfaction, they will shoot three to four 
already fertilized eggs out of their ovipositor into their partner, which will squirm into the womb. There 
they will attach themselves to the uterus wall with small threads, and begin to siphon nutrients and 
genetic material from their host. This genetic material is not used to form half of the genetic blueprint, as 
in most species, but instead as a sort of random key with which to proceedurally generate a Hutt from 
existing combination possibilities. Within several months, the eggs induce contractions in the host and 
hatch, and the infant huttlings-" 


"Oh no," Leia said, face deathly pale. "Are you saying he may have made me pregnant?!?" 


"No," Lyn told her clinically. "I'm saying he definitely did. Usually one in three of the eggs fails to hatch. 
The rest do." 


Suddenly dizzy, Leia felt her legs nearly give way. Trischa ran to catch her, and walked her unsteadily 
over to a bench. Shaking, Leia nodded her thanks. "I think | may throw up," she muttered, her mind 
struggling to accept what she had just been told. She pictured herself birthing Huttlings. Of having to 
explain her ‘children’. Of having to nurse and care for the repulsive things. 


"There's still a way out," Trischa told her quickly, hands gripping her shoulder. "We have to act fast, but 
there's a way to stop it. We've used it on girls he's had before, and they've had no young." She looked 
down. "We've... we've both had to use it ourselves,” she said softly. 


Leia looked at her in sympathy and hope. "Tell me. Please. Is it a drug?" 


"No. Even if such a drug exists, which | have no idea if it does, we have no way of obtaining it. It's much 
simpler than that. One of the older dancers, who used to be a doctor before she was enslaved, figured it 
out." 


"It was the chemical pre-cum that gave her the idea," Lyn said. "Most of the effects made sense. They 
keep the receptor passive and cooperative. But why keep them from achieving orgasm? She thought 
about it for a long time, and finally hit on the answer. The connections to the uterine wall the eggs make 
at the beginning are weak. Like strands of tissue paper. And the eggs need those to anchor themselves 
long enough for the nutrient connections to form. There's like an 8 hour window after they're injected, 
where if they don't form that nutrient flow by the end of it they just die." 


"| don't understand," Leia said, worried and confused. 
Trischa looked at her. "Leia, what happens when you come?" 
"| gush. | shake and cry out. My womanhood tightens and..." 


",..and your entire reproductive system and anus, from your vagina to your cervix to your uterus, 
clenches, spasms, and rhythmically contracts," Lyn said clinically. 


Understanding dawned. "Which tears the feeble threads holding the eggs to the wall, and ruins the 
attempts to start a nutrient flow," Leia breathed. "That's why | couldn't come. It would have interfered 
with him impregnating me." 


Lyn nodded. "Exactly." 

"So... you said | had eight hours..." 

"No," Lyn said firmly. "| said there was an eight hour window where if they don't establish a solid nutrient 
connection by the end of it, they die. That'll happen in far less than eight hours, though. You need to act 


NOW, right away, before the anchor strands get thick and numerous enough that your contractions can't 
tear them." 


Leia swallowed. "I... I'm not sure | can. | tried, back in the mating chamber. The stuff's mostly worn off, 
but given how | feel right now, I'm not sure | can-" 


Trischa nodded. "I! felt the same way. Don't worry, love. We'll help. Just lie down on the bench." 


Hesitating, Leia looked at the two. Then she nodded quickly and laid her body down on the hard metal 
bench. "I'm still wet from the shower," she said nervously. 


"That's okay. Just relax," Trischa replied, smiling at her and moving down to where her legs dangled off 
the edge. "Lyn, can you help up top?" 


"No problem," Lyn said cheerfully, going to stand by Leia's head. 


In a nervous daze, Leia watched as the ex-priestess knelt between her slightly-parted legs and gently 
but firmly pushed her thighs open. "I'm... I'm still a bit sensitive," she stammered. 


"That'll make this easier, love. I'll be gentle." Trischa patted her on the thigh, and then lowered her face 
to Leia's waiting vulva. Her tongue flicked out to taste the princess's clit, and Leia sucked in her breath 
and shuddered. Deftly, Trischa licked the red nub again, then a third time. Her lips closed around it, and 
Leia closed her eyes and bit her lip. 


Lyn leaned over and took hold of her quivering breasts, hands squeezing the soft mounds. "You've got 
rings through your nipples now! You didn't have those before. Do they hurt?" 


"No," Leia managed. "They just make them more sensitive." 
"They do, huh?" Grinning, Lyn twisted one slightly, giggling as Leia gasped and grabbed the bench 
tightly. "Looks like they do." Her fingers moved up the twin hills of flesh to tease the impaled brown nubs 


atop them. "Mmmm, nice and hard. Do you like that?" 


She did. Leia just blushed, fear warring with desire warring with embarrassed awkwardness. Then 
Trischa's tongue did something incredible to her clitoris, and she moaned out loud in pleasure. 


Lyn giggled. "That's right. Let us do all the work for you." Her hands kneaded and massaged Leia's 
bosom, fingers playing with rings and rock-hard nipples alike. "You deserve a rest." 


"T-this... isn't... a r-rest," Leia gasped. Then she threw back her head and gave a long groan. 
"How are we doing, Trischa?" Lyn asked. 


"Getting there. She's sopping wet and certainly primed," Trischa replied, raising her head from Leia's clit. 
"I'm going to try something else." 


Leia raised her head very slightly, her face flushing a little as she saw Trischa bend back to her oral 
attentions. Watching another woman be intimate with her in such a way was a strange sensation, and 
she wasn't sure how she felt about it emotionally. Physically, it was wonderful. While she stared, the 


ex-priestess took one of her long blue-green headtails and brought the tip just under her chin, right up 
against the engorged petals of Leia's vulva. As the princess watched, she slowly but forcefully inserted it 
into Leia's dripping pussy. 


"Oh... oh...!" Leia threw her head back, as the lapping of Trischa's tongue mixed with the sensation of a 
thick piece of meat sliding down her tight hole. The ex-priestess, her own face flushed, started to move 
the tail in and out, and Leia cried out with increasing pleasure. The headtails of a Twi'lek were an 
erogenous zone, she remembered in a daze. So this must be sexually pleasing for Trischa as well. The 
thought made her flush, and somehow only deepened the rapidly increasing arousal she was feeling. 


She writhed on the bench as Trischa pleasured her with tail and tongue and Lyn played her heaving 
breasts like a piano. Her wet body was flushed a bright red, her mouth slightly open and emitting soft 
sounds. Her back arched, her hands tightened on the bench until her fingers turned white, and her feet 
quivered spasmodically. The tide of her gratification swept over her, and she felt herself approaching a 
peak. 


Then, like a long-building avalanche, Leia slowly and volcanically came. She screamed a loud, blissful 
cry of release as her body shook and trembled, and her nectar bubbled around Trischa's penetrating 
headtail. Deep inside of her, she felt a prickling pain as something tore, then another. She rode the 
orgasm as far as she could, then went limp on the bench, making happy noises. 


Trischa lifted her head. "Very good," she said throatily, sliding her headtail out of Leia's moist slit. "Are 
you one of those lucky women who can have more than one climax, love?" 


"Y-yes," Leia murmured. "| am." 

"Even better. Lyn, why don't we switch places?" 

"Excellent!" Lyn said happily. She skipped down to the end of the bench while Trischa moved up to 
kneel by Leia's head. The former scholar parted the princess's thighs and ran her hands over her outer 
lips with anticipation. "| love that little strip of fur," she told Leia, her smile wicked. "I wish | had one." 
"Oh." Leia wasn't sure what to say to that. "Uh... | like your..." 

Lyn bent and slid her tongue fully inside Leia's vagina, sliding it along the upper wall and making Leia 
give a short, surprised cry of pleasure. The chalk-white Twi'lek lifted her head, grinning. "You like my 
tongue inside your womanhood?" she purred. 

Leia blushed. "Yes," she admitted, feeling a strange thrill mixing with deep embarrassment. 

"Let's get back to work, then," Lyn told her, and bent her head again. Soon Leia was gripping the bench, 
gasping and breathing heavily as Lyn ate her out, her twin headtails wrapped around the princess's 


thighs. 


Trischa leaned over her, smiling. "We'll get you through this," she said gently. "Just let us make you feel 
good." Her hands slid along Leia's chest. "Forget everything but the moment." 


"O-okay," Leia replied. "Thank you." 


"My pleasure, love," Trischa said, gazing deeply into Leia's eyes. Then she leaned forwards and kissed 
her on the lips, her hands stroking the sides of Leia's head. Instinctively Leia returned it, hesitantly at 
first, then with greater and greater enthusiasm. Her hands reached up to stroke Trischa's shoulders, and 
their tongues met, sliding together. Part of her started to wonder what she was doing, but then Lyn slid 
two fingers into her and moved her tongue up to tease her clit, and all reason was swept away by desire. 
She and the defiled priestess explored each other's upper bodies as their lips meshed, her back arching. 


Their shared kiss almost broke as Lyn, down below, inserted the tip of a headtail into her anus. Now 
stimulating both holes, Lyn giggled and sucked on Leia's engorged button, making her choke a scream 
of delight into Trischa's waiting lips. The kiss grew frantic, more intense, as they stroked each other with 
increasing passion and Leia's body neared release. 


When she came it was sharp and choppy, and had her whole body shake like a rag doll. Nothing 
escaped her intertwined lips except short, blissful moans. Once again she felt something tear, and then 
simply the ecstacy of relief. 


Afterwards, she lay back in a warm afterglow. Trischa gently broke their kiss and smiled at her. "Was it 
good, love?" 


"Very good," Leia whispered. "Thank you." 
Stroking her hair, Trischa stood. "Come on, Lyn, help me move her to the tub." 


"All right." Grinning, the former scholar rose and helped Trischa ease Leia up. Supporting her, they 
walked her across the room to the far end, where the sunken spa of hot water waited. With a contented 
sigh, Leia lowered herself down into the warm water, perching on a sunken tile ledge. The two Twi'leks 
stripped off and quickly joined her, one on each side. 


"Well, that was different," Leia murmured wryly, her muscles relaxing in the heat. 
"Have you never been with a woman before?" Trischa asked her, voice curious. 


Leia smiled. "Sort of. | gave oral sex to my boss once, to get something | wanted. She got off, but it was 
just sort of uncomfortable for me." That was mostly true. Her offer had shocked the hell out of Mon 
Mothma. It had shocked LEIA, and she was the one who had made it. Everyone in the upper echelons of 
the Alliance knew about Mon Mothma's taste for young, attractive pussy, and Leia had REALLY wanted 
that assignment. So she'd eaten the other woman out without any sexual gratification for herself, which 
was exactly how she had wanted it. It had been awkward and rather embarrassing, but secretly sort of 
exciting in a forbidden, erotic sort of way. From time to time afterwards Mon Mothma would catch her 
eye in meetings and give her a certain smile, and Leia would get a little thrill from Knowing that the Rebel 
Alliance's leader had just publically reminded her of the time Leia had gone down on her. "I've never had 
a woman please me, though. Much less two women." 


"Fucksisters!" Lyn cheered. 


Leia laughed. "Fucksisters it is," she replied, giving in to the absurdity of it all. "Between this and the 
Gram, | suppose the name fits." 


Trischa kissed her cheek. "| hope we succeeded in making your new experience a pleasant one." 

"You both did a wonderful job," Leia said, blushing. "I really... it was good. Women aren't really my thing, 
| think, but it was an interesting experience and certainly an enjoyable one." Her face darkened a bit. "Or 
it would have been if it hadn't been for the reason we did it. Do you think it worked?" 

"Probably," Lyn replied. "Did you feel any pain in your uterus?" 

"Yes. Some prickling pain. Not bad, but noticable. Like something ripping." 

"Good. Just the first time, or both times?" 


"Both times." 


"Hmm." Lyn leaned in a bit. "Those rings really do fascinate me, Leia. Did the droid put them in, or did 
you have the piercings already and just weren't using them?" 


"The droid." Leia reached up to give one a flick with one finger, making it sway. "| was upset at first, but 
they're really growing on me. The sensitivity is really nice, and I... | sort of like the way they look. Daring. 
What especially appeals to me is that no-one will know they're there until | take my top off. So | can wear 
them in extremely respectable company." 


"Respectable company. | remember that," Lyn Me said. Leaning further in, she placed a hand on Leia's 
belly and started tracing it downwards. "Definitely not us." 


Leia felt her heartrate quicken a little. "Lyn... what are you doing?" 


"Just making absolutely sure." The ex-scholar's hand reached Leia's snatch, and the princess made a 
stifled moan as fingers caressed her petals. "Third time's a charm." Her other hand reached up to toy 
with one dangling ring. 


"|... if... if you're sure..." Leia trailed off into a groan, leaning back as Lyn played with her. 
"| am. Why don't you give Trischa some attention? She did most of the heavy lifting before." 


Awkwardly, Leia turned to look at Trischa, who blushed a little. Gingerly, she reached out with both 
hands to touch the ex-priestess' large, blue-green breasts, squeezing them slightly. She was rewarded 
by a low sound from the dancer, and almost let go. Instead she moved her fingers up to the tips, 
stroking. As Leia's own pleasure grew under Lyn's skilled hands, Trischa moved in closer, turning to face 
Leia from the front, straddling one leg. Under the warm waters her own slit, swollen with excitement, 
began to rub against Leia's thigh. 


Remembering something she had done for Fortuna, Leia reached up to take one of Trischa's headtails 
and guided it to her mouth. She took it in between her lips, and her tongue began to play along the tip. 


Trischa gave a trembling sigh and rocked back and forth on Leia's leg, her hands fluttering uncertainly. 
"Oh Leia... Sea and Tide, oh that's good.... Leia...." The yearning and desire in her voice almost shocked 
Leia with its rawness, and heightened her own arousal even as it raised doubts in her mind. 


Lyn's fingers were probing forcefully now, and the ex-scholar bent her head to lick Leia's collarbone and 
cleavage. Leia sank down lower in the water, the warm liquid tickling the bottom of her breasts, her 
breath coming heavily around the tail she was fellating. She lowered her hands to where Trischa's cleft 
met Leia's thigh, and explored. Soon enough she found what she was looking for, and the defiled 
priestess gave a low, eager cry as fingers teased the folds and hood of her vulva. The ripples of the 
water against the tile mixed with the sounds of lovemaking as the three moved together. 


As Leia felt her climax near, she doubled her own efforts, hoping to not leave Trischa unsatisfied. The 
ex-priestess moaned. "Oh Leia..." She fell forwards atop the princess, her mouth seeking Leia's, finding 
it, mashing passionately against her her lips. Their kiss was intense and physical, breasts pressing and 
sliding against each other, legs twined, Leia's fingers inside Trischa's flooded hole under the warm 
water. It was simply too much; with a choking noise, Leia trembled and came, her third orgasm from her 
newly acknowledged fucksisters. Two heartbeats into it, Trischa's head and back arched sharply and 
she erupted into her own climax. The two women sank into the water, their mouths devouring each 
other, their wet bodies shuddering as they achieved sexual release together. 


Lyn quietly pulled away and smirked a little, watching as their climaxes ran their course and they 
surfaced, sputtering, and slowly pulled apart. "First things first," she said to a dazed Leia. "Any more 
uterine pain?" 

"W-what? No," Leia replied. "Not this time." 

"Good. Then we probably got them all the first two times. It was best to be sure, though. You should try 
and get yourself off a few more times tonight, just in case they start trying to reconnect." Lyn grinned. "I 
don't think Trischa minded, at least." 

The ex-priestess blushed. "I... um, | really should probably go. Fortuna will be angry if I'm not there 
soon." She gave a hestiant smile to Leia. "I'll see you later, love." Then she hurriedly stepped from the 
pool, dressed, and left the showers. 

Lyn watched her go, and whistled. "Wow. Trischa's fallen HARD." 


Biting her lip, Leia squirmed on her seat. "Look, Lyn... recent evidence aside, I'm not really into women." 


"| know. It's not hard to tell. You're a cock aficionado like myself." Lyn Me looked amused at her 
expression. "Just be kind to Trischa. She's had it a lot rougher than me." 


"With losing her status as a priestess, you mean?" 
"That too, but..." Lyn seemed to get serious for a change. "Look, we all have our coping mechanisms, 


like she said earlier. | don't think hers works that well. And she made a dumb decision choosing Fortuna 
as her protector, and now she's stuck with it. Most of all, though, Jabba really likes her." 


"Isn't that a good thi-" Leia trailed off as Lyn's meaning sank in. "Oh. Oh, | see. How... how many times?" 


"I've stopped counting. Over fifty at least." Lyn shook her head. "The first four times were before the girls 
figured out the orgasm thing. She delivered four different litters of Huttlings. None of them lived past a 
week. They generally don't. Hutts have a high breeding cycle but appalling infant mortality." 


Leia shuddered, deeply appalled. "That poor woman. | can't even imagine." 


Lyn nodded. "She cried for each one that died. Childbirth on Ryloth has a lot of religious baggage 
attached to it; it's considered the most holy act a person can perform, the bringing forth of new souls, 
new life. Trischa was a priestess. To have such a sacred thing to her perverted like this, and then to 
have the children die, over and over..." She shook her head, looking angry for the first time Leia had met 
her. 


"Oh, Trischa," Leia murmured, her hands tightening. The thought of what had been done to the woman 
who'd gone out of her way to help her, a woman who she liked, was painful. 


"| know you can't be what she wishes you could be to her. Just be kind and give her what you can, when 
you can." Lyn's serious face vanished, and she grinned wickedly. "Boy, did you just give it to her." 


Leia blushed. "I... yes." She twiddled her thumbs. "Like | said, I'm not really into women, but | have to 
admit that | can't categorize you and her as just friends, either. Not... not after that kiss." She colored 
further. "I'm not making much sense." 


"Fucksisters," Lyn said firmly. "Says it all." 


Laughing, Leia nodded. "You're right. We'll leave it at that." She leaned over and gave Lyn a peck on the 
cheek. "Thank you for doing all of the work with none of the gratification, Lyn." 


"Any time." The ex-scholar grinned. "If you really want to pay me back, come find a dark corner with me 
sometime and listen to me lecture on 4th Interregnum labor movements in Ryloth's 17th quadrant." 


"Is that innuendo?" Leia asked, smirking a little. 


"No." Lyn Me's tone was wistful. "I like to sing, | like to dance, | like to fuck, but | would kill, literally kill to 
have an actual stimulating discussion in my field of study again. Or even lecture to someone who gave a 
shit. That's what | was born to do, not..." She shrugged, then smiled. "But if | can't, at least now I'm 
getting laid regularly." 


"There is that," Leia replied with notably less enthusiasm. She stood, water dripping from her nude body, 
and stepped out of the tub. "| had better see if my escort is here before they send someone in after me. 
See you, Lyn." 


"Later, Leia. Still love the hair and the rings!" 


Shaking her head, Leia dressed and made her way out of the showers. To her relief, she found Tukk 
waiting outside the doorway for her. He looked over at her and snuffled, a concerned look on his face. 


"I'm fine," she assured him. "Ready to go?" 


He nodded, took her leash, and led her down into the underpalace. As they trudged through the dark, 
forbidding corridors, Leia reflected on the extreme binary nature of the beings inhabiting Jabba's palace: 
she generally was either very pleased to see them, or deeply unhappy. Despite that, many of them were 
much more than they first appeared, for good or for ill. 


They were heading to the Gamorrean canteen, she realized, which was good. She was hungry. 


Reaching the door, they entered, walked down the aisle, and stood at the counter together as Tukk 
ordered their food from the serving droid. He paid a little extra for one of the honey tarts he knew she 
liked, and they look their trays over to the table and sat down. He looked at her expectantly. 


Leia started eating, then looked up after several ravenous bites to find him still waiting for something. 
"Where was |?" He nodded, and she grimaced. "Jabba wanted some private entertainment." She 
couldn't hide the loathing in her voice. 


Tukk nodded, then reached out, squeezed her hand, and looked away. His expression was... it was hard 
to read Gamorrean faces sometimes, but she sensed he was troubled and deeply unsure, which was out 
of character for him. Not for the first time, Leia wondered why he was working for Jabba. He seemed like 
a decent person at the core. How could he serve that evil pile of filth? 


But then, so had Han, she remembered with a start. That was the whole reason she was here. She 
knew Han was a good man, but he had been just as much Jabba's servant as Tukk was, if more remote 
in his servitude. One of the things about Han, though, and one of the reasons it had taken time for her to 
grow to love him, was that his basic goodness had started unformed and rudderless, with few deep 
convictions or bedrock values. When he was moved to act, he did it because his gut told him to, often 
reversing a decision he had made earlier. The longer he had served with the Rebellion... with her... the 
more she saw him coming to understand that some things were more important than yourself and what 
was directly in front of your face. That you couldn't just shrug and tell yourself that it wasn't your 
problem. That it was important to know what you believed and then act on it. 


Leia had never had any trouble with any of that, which was why she'd had such a hard time 
understanding people like Han. Gradually she had. 


They finished their dinner, and then wandered over to the card and dice game. The other players 
welcomed them both, and Leia settled down for an evening of gambling, glad of the distraction. 


She did well, although again she intentionally let herself lose a few hands to keep the others happy. It 
was probably unneccessary, though. At one point, however, she looked up to see Gromo approaching 
the table and tensed. Tukk glanced up as well, although she sensed more curiousity from him than 
wariness. 


Without looking at her, Gromo handed Tukk a sheet of paper or vellum. Tukk curiously took it and 
examined it, then glanced up at the other guard. Gromo shrugged and snorted something. Tukk 
hesitated a second, then nodded. Seeming relieved, Gromo nodded back, then walked away. 


Turning to her, Tukk showed Leia the sheet. It was a color drawing of a lake in what she thought was the 
highland region of Gamor, and standing beside it in a strange ceremonial-looking costume was Leia 
herself, an enigmatic smile on her face. Her eyes widened a bit in surprise; it was skillfully done, and the 
technique seemed familiar. 


"Did Gromo do this?" she asked. Tukk nodded. "Did he do the painting in our room, too?" Again a nod. 
"Is this a peace offering to you?" A third nod. 


She turned back to her cards, a bit amazed that a lecherous lowlife like Gromo could be such a deft 
artist. Tukk carefully folded the paper and put it in his tunic, clearly pleased. 


There was a good-sized pile of chips in front of her by the time the klaxon by the door sounded. Leaving 
Tukk to cash out for her, she used the facilities and then returned to the table and handed the end of her 
leash to the big guard. Taking it, he walked her to the door, where Gugg, Gromo, and a third Gamorrean 
she hadn't met were waiting. The name on his metal badge said 'Hegg'. In a group, they headed out of 
the canteen and walked the halls to their quarters. 


It was quiet as they walked along, with less traffic than she was used to seeing in the halls. Likely 
everyone was ready resting up for the big day tomorrow, or busy making preparations. She shivered a 
bit in the cool evening air as they wound deeper underground, into the subterranian warren where she 
now dwelled. 


As she was expecting, Hegg entered their quarters with them and began stowing his things in what had 
been Magg's locker. No shortage of Gamorreans, Leia supposed. The four guards stripped off and hung 
their gear, and proceeded to their beds. She followed suit, sliding in besides Tukk. 


The warning countdown sounded, and the lights dimmed to almost nothing. Her thermal smart lenses 
activated, letting her see as if it were well-lit; she had expected as much, but it was good to confirm that 
they weren't faulty or defective somehow. Leia reclined on her side facing Tukk and turned her thoughts 
to the coming night. 


She now knew that if she wanted to just go to sleep, she could. Maybe that would be the wisest. She 
was under no moral obligation to make him happy... if anything, quite the opposite... and today had been 
long and extremely trying. She needed rest to face tomorrow, and in all likelihood any value he had to 
her would end tomorrow morning. She might even be required to kill him. Or vice versa. 


On the other hand, she had been instructed to get off at least once more tonight. Well, she could do that 
by herself, most likely. But more than that... after tomorrow she would hopefully be on her way far away 
from here, with Han beside her. It seemed equally likely that she would be dead, slain with her friends as 
Luke's mysterious plan failed to work correctly. But it was also possible that the plan would fail, the 
others would die, and she would survive, subdued physically or never even getting a chance to strike. In 
that case, she would probably be back here tomorrow night, and this would be her life from now on... for 
the rest of her days, which would come to an end the first chance she saw of having a good shot at 
killing Jabba in a suicide run. She had to realistically face that possibility and plan for it. 


Leia knew that in that event she would be taking Tukk as her lover. It would be a relationship of 


necessity, but also one of her choosing, at least as much as was possible. The thought of it neither 
frightened nor repelled her. If anything, the idea was... consoling. 


| do want to know what that bleak, unborn future looks like, she admitted to herself. This is my decision, 
this time. | may die tomorrow. Do | want to put this off until | have no choice, or do | want to make it my 
own? 


Coming to a decision, she reached up and lightly touched the tattoo around his left breast. He turned his 
big head to face her, and she smiled at him. "Hey," she said softly. "Would you like to make love?" 


He grunted a question, sounding almost reluctant. Leia shook her head and wriggled a little closer to 
him. "| know | don't have to. I'm asking because | want to. If you want." She looked towards his groin, 
and smiled wider. "Something says that you do." 


A squealing noise that was probably laughter, and then another snuffled question, with a hand moving 
between her chest and his. Leia picked up on what he was asking, and she hesitated on how to answer. 
She wanted to be honest with him about this, but there was a hard limit on how honest she could safely 
be. 


"| don't know how long I'll be here," she finally said. "The first chance | have to leave Jabba's clutches, 
I'm gone. But until that happens, | would like to have a physical relationship with you. I'm not your 
property and I'm not in love with you. But | like you and I'm willing to give you my body. In exchange for 
yours, of course. Are you okay with that?" 


Tukk seemed to think about that for a few long seconds, and then nodded. She smiled at him, touched 
his big cheek, and then turned over, lying on her side with her back facing him. "Roll to face me," she 
told him. 


He complied, and she squirmed back against his chest. His erection was now trapped between his 
abdomen and her bottom, and she reached down to take hold of it. As her fingers closed round the 
shaft, he embraced her with his thick arms, his hands cupping her breasts. Heart beating faster in 
anticipation, Leia took his cock and guided the head of it between her legs, to rest between her petals. 
Taking the very tip, she began to swirl it against her clit, closing her eyes at the feeling. Tukk began to 
play with her nipple rings, a sort of tugging and twisting that she had become familiar with over the last 
day and had definitely learned to appriciate. She leaned into his body, enjoying the feeling of being held, 
and then slowly moved his cockhead down from her clit to her moist hole. Catching her breath slightly, 
she positioned it, and then glanced back. "Go ahead, Tukk. | want you to put it in." 


The big Gamorrean shifted hs hand down to her torso, and held her in place in a firm grip. Then he 
slowly, forcefully slid his penis into her waiting cunt. As she clenched around the entering shaft, Leia 
gave an eager gasp and moved one hand down to her clit. As Tukk began to rhythmically thrust, she 
fingered herself, mouth slightly open. 


His hands moved back to her breasts, and she pressed back against him, enjoying the feel of his 
muscled back on her bare chest. Again the gold hoops were played with; he really did like them, she 
thought with amusement. He bent forward, head going down over her shoulder to lick her neck, and she 
sighed and reached up with her free hand to stroke his cheek. The other kept teasing her button, the 


surges from it matching the less regular ones in her vagina as the thick Gamorrean cock took her. 


She shifted a little, trying to angle her body so that he hit the most stimulating spots every time he 
pumped deeper into her. He slowed his rhythm, and she made a displeased sound. "Keep going," she 
urged. "Don't stop now. I'm not done with you yet, you big bastard." 


Obligingly he sped up again, and she moaned in gratification. Now the tip of his thick, bumpy penis was 
jabbing directly into the best spot in her tight tunnel as it slid down and through the slick, squeezing hole 
to the base of her cervix. "Yes. Keep doing that. Keep-" Her voice dissolved into a delighted, incoherent 
mumble as she stroked his side with one hand and worked her clit with the other. Tukk, still licking and 
mock-biting her neck and shoulders, moved one hand from her breast to snake around between their 
lower bodies. Leia jerked in surprise as she felt one thick fingertip begin to play with her puckered 
asshole, swirling about it. It pushed very slightly in, just enough to spread her anus, and she made a 
noise that was half groan, half laugh. "Oh, Tukk, that's dirty. You pervert." She pushed back against it 
slightly, sending the digit a little deeper. 


The big Gamorrean made an amused noise and continued to service her with cock and finger. 

Her first climax came unexpectedly fast, and she shuddered and gave soft cries as it racked her. 
Afterwards she felt drained, but decided to let him finish. There had been no ripping sensation in her, 
which was reassuring. 

Soon enough Tukk reached his own conclusion, his arms nearly crushing her as he stiffened and came, 
pouring jet after jet of his seed deep into her secret places. Leia waited until he was done, then eased 
him out of her and turned to face him. She nestled against his chest, his softening, sticky cock trapped 
between their lower bodies. 

"That was good," she told him. "Do you regret your choice?" 

He shook his head. 

"Neither do I," she told him, then gave him a hesitant smile. "| guess we're a couple, then. For as long as 
it lasts." She prayed that the answer to that was 'until tomorrow’, but if it wasn't... then this was the 


beginning of all she would ever have. And it was a good start. 


He ran a hand along her bare bottom, and she leaned her head against the crook of his arm. "I'm going 
to sleep now," she said. "Can | wake you up if | need anything?" 


Tukk looked amused and nodded, and Leia closed her eyes. "Good night, Tukk." 


Sleep stole up, and she departed with it. 


6 - The Final Day 
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All Part of the Plan 
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Chapter 6: The Final Day 


Leia woke Tukk twice more that night. They made love silently but with a desperate intensity on Leia's 
part, one born not just from the fear of Huttlings, but from the knowledge that her odds of seeing another 
sunset were not ones a wise gambler would take. She gave herself to the big Gamorrean 
wholeheartedly, her gasps and cries of passion hanging in the still air of their chamber, and afterwards, 
sated, she fell back into fitful dreams. 


She awoke feeling like she had crossed an important personal milestone. Now she knew what it was like 
to share a night with a lover; an actual lover, not sexual slavery. It was not how she would have planned 
things and not who she would have picked, but she found that she was pleased with her first step into 
this new world, and was glad she had taken it. 


Smiling at her sleeping bedmate, she stood and fumbled around for her clothes. The good feelings she 
had on waking vanished as she felt the eyes of the other three Gamorreans turn to her, running over her 
naked body, imagining what they wanted to do with it. Except Gromo and Gugg didn't need to imagine, 
because they'd done it, multiple times. Gromo snorted out a comment to Hegg, pointing at her and 
making gestures that left no doubt in Leia's mind that he was regaling the new guard with the details of 
how he'd fucked her until she came. Flushing angrily, she looked away and dressed as quickly as 
possible. 


The guards dressed as well, and with Tukk holding her leash they made a quick trip to the canteen, 
eating with unusual speed. Then, breakfast done, they wandered out of the upper parts of the palace. 


Rather than going to the audience hall, they emerged into an assembly area just off the cavernous sail 
barge bay. A senior Gamorrean met them, and all four guards gave a salute of sorts. Snorting out a 


string of crisp instructions, the burly chief gestured for Gugg and Tukk to board the barge. Gromo and 
Hegg were dismissively waved off, and left the bay, looking a little disappointed. 


He only wants the best of his men on the sail barge for this, Leia surmised. That's definitely Tukk. Gugg? 
She eyed the heavy guard's back appraisingly. Gugg wasn't pure muscle like Tukk; he had a definite 
helping of flab and paunch. But he was also bigger and heavier than Tukk, and she didn't think he was 
significantly weaker in terms of raw physical strength. It was difficult to gauge his combat ability without 
actually seeing him fight, but she sensed that Tukk respected him as a potential opponent in a way that 
he absolutely hadn't for Gromo and Magg. And Gugg had... an intimidating self-confidence to him that 
the other guards had lacked. 


Taking her leash, the senior Gamorrian started to lead her off. She gave Tukk a last glance, and he 
returned it unhappily. Then he trudged off to board with the other guards. 


The chief led her over to a seedy-looking Togruta woman with a cybernetic forearm, eye, and leg who 
was directing the loading of crates of food and drink. He snuffled out something, and the woman looked 
at him irritably. "Another fucking harem whore? All right, all right. Leave her with me and I'll get her 
stowed." 


Grunting, the Gamorrean passed her Leia's leash and ambled off. The Togruta looked at her with an 
unfriendly gaze. "Sit down, shut up, and keep out of my way." 


Nodding quickly, Leia did, perching on a crate and watching as the other woman returned to directing 
loading and service droids. The hangar bay was a hive of activity, with people hurrying everywhere, and 
the woman's exasperation grew as more and more beings got in the way of her operation. For Leia's 
part, it was just an unpleasant combination of tense and dull. 


She sat up in watchful anger, boredom forgotten, as she saw Boba Fett saunter up. "Hey Tano," he 
called to the Togruta. "Is she going along for the ride?" 


"Yes," Tano snapped back. "Why?" 

"Because the bitch is more dangerous than she looks. You'd better manacle her. I've got good instincts, 
and my instincts are telling me that this trip isn't going to go as smoothly as Jabba thinks. My services 
are likely to be required." Fett sounded sardonically amused. "Cuff her hands behind her back. Maybe a 


ball gag too." 


Tano started to retort, then looked at Leia for a second, an unusually penetrating gaze that made Leia 
feel uncomfortably obvious. Then she shrugged. "Can't hurt. Thanks for the warning." 


"My pleasure." Nodding, Fett strolled off. 


With a put upon sigh, Tano called a droid armorer over. "BD-5M, weld some manacles on her, hands 
behind her back. Gag her too." 


"There's really no need for that," Leia protested, her heart sinking. This was a disaster. With her hands 
bound, she would be limited to kicks and body slams for attacks, and her ability to do nearly anything 


else would be minimal at best. It would render her a helpless bystander, unable to do anything, possibly 
unable to even escape should Luke's scheme go the way he'd envisioned. "I won't cause any trouble. 
I'm just a dancer." 


"You're just a prostitute," Tano corrected nastily. "I've never met a human yet who was worth a pile of 
bantha shit in the end. Shut up and hold still while the droid works." 


"But." 


Leia yelped as the Togruta woman leaned over and struck her across the face, hard. "Look, bitch," Tano 
hissed. "| am a hell of a lot more valuable than a cute piece of ass, no matter how far I've fallen. And | 
am not very patient or very forgiving in my old age. So shut up and obey, or | will fucking sodomize you 
with this hydrospanner in front of the entire hangar. Understand?" 


Gritting her teeth, Leia nodded. The droid moved behind her and began assembling a pair of shackles. 
"Hey, Tano. You're making a big mistake." 
Swearing, the Togruta woman turned. "What are you babbling about, Ree-Yees?" 


The Gram approached, misshapen hands held up placatingly. "That woman. She's Jabba's current 
favorite pet. He's going to have her chained to him, the whole ride. I've been on these excursions before. 
Several times. Jabba likes to have them feed him tidbits. It gets hot, so he has them rub cool oils and 
lotions into his skin. He banters with them. She can't do any of that if she's gagged and has manacles 
welded onto her wrists, and it's going to piss him off. He didn't give any orders for it to be done. Who do 
you think is going to get the blame for it?" 


Tano paled a little. "Do you think?" 
"Whose idea was it? Fett? Don't you and he have some history? Not very friendly history?" 


"Yeah," Tano said slowly. "Fuck. That bastard was trying to set me up, wasn't he? Thanks, Ree-Yees. | 
owe you one." She turned to the droid. "Forget it, BD-5M. Back to your post." 


With an exasperated series of beeps, the droid reluctantly abandoned the manacles and rolled off. 
Ree-Yees gave a cheerful nod to Tano, and then walked on. As he passed Leia, he stopped and subtly 
leaned in towards her. "I Know you faked it," he whispered quietly. "Sorry. | had no choice. Thank you for 
my life." Then he walked swiftly on, and vanished in the crowd. 


Leia silently watched him go, feeling relief along with a certain sense of justification over having shown 
him mercy. Not that she forgave him; the Gram had best pray that he never found himself alone with her. 
But that would be her enacting revenge, not enabling Jabba in one of his vicious little games. Maybe the 
end result wouldn't make much difference to Ree-Yees, but it was important to her. 


The loading went on and on, with Tano becoming progressively more and more frazzled and irritable. 
Finally, after screaming at the droids for dropping a case of wine, the Togruta spun to face her. "Get up. 
It's time to get you out of my face and onto the ship." The princess stood up, and then stumbled as Tano 


grabbed her chain and yanked on it, hard. "Move, bitch!" 
"Where?" Leia replied, trying to keep her anger and exasperation out of her voice. 


"The cargo elevator, idiot." When Leia gave her a blank stare, the Togruta woman cursed, a murderous 
fury in her eyes. "Over THERE." Her mechanical arm stabbed out, pointing. 


"All right." Leia started walking to the cargo elevator, Tano marching behind her. It was a large towerlike 
structure in the hangar bay, the top touching the lower middle of the sail barge's hull. Reaching the door, 
Tano started to tap in a code, then frowned and looked at Leia. Once again the princess had the strange 
sensation that the Togruta woman was seeing through her, and she had to force herself not to take a 
step back. 


"You're just a piece of ass," Tano said, as if trying to convince herself. "That's it." 
"Yes," Leia agreed, wanting to get away from the woman. "Were you interested?" 


To her surprise and chagrin, Tano reached out her good arm, slipped her hand under Leia's loincloth, 
and shoved three fingers roughly into her. Leia forced herself not to strike the woman, and instead made 
a good imitation of a seductive face at her. 


"Tell you what," Tano said maliciously. "When you get back, I'll ask for the use of you for a night. | have 
devices. And attachments." She flexed her mechanical arm. "It'll be fun. For me." She withdrew her 
hand, rapidly punched in the code, and then propelled Leia into the elevator with a hand on her rump. 
"Bon voyage.” The metal doors slid shut. 


Leia breathed a sigh of relief as the lift started to rise. She wasn't sure what Tano's deal had been, but 
the woman was clearly psychotic in a way that was barely controlled. That sort of person was always 
dangerous to be around in a way that more pragmatic scum weren't. 


The elevator came to a stop, and the door opened to reveal a storage room inside the barge. Entering, 
Leia checked the one door out; locked, as she had expected. She then made a quick survey of the 
boxes, barrels, and crates stacked in heaps throughout the room. There was, sadly, a definite lack of 
weapons; it was almost all food, drink, and accessories for the serving of such. Several minutes of 
looking for a steak knife or something similar proved futile. It was probably just as well, she reflected; 
she might be searched at any moment, and Hutts had a tough, rubbery skin that was fairly resistant to 
bladed weapons. 


After abandoning her search, she sat down on a crate and waited. Time passed, and she began to 
wonder if she had been forgotten. Growing a little thirsty, she opened a crate of Jabba's best wine, took 
out a bottle, and took a swig from it. The vintage was a good one, and she took a second, more 
restrained sip, careful not to drink enough to affect her. She was going to need her wits and reflexes 
about her. 


A thrumming in the metal room told her that the barge's engines had started. After a time, she felt the 
hovership lurch into motion; they were on their way to the designated place of execution. She put the 
bottle down and waited; it was unlikely to be long before someone came for her. 


It wasn't. The door slid open, and Leia saw to her displeasure that it was Gugg. He motioned for her to 
follow, and she walked towards him. They left the room, and she found herself in a narrow corridor along 
the side of the ship, the only exits being the door to the storage room and a door at the far end. There 
were panels in the right side, propped partly open, through which sunlight streamed. 


Gugg motioned for her to halt, and walked down to the end of the corridor. While he did, Leia turned to 
the panels and peered out through them. She could see the sandy, barren landscape of the area around 
Jabba's palace passing, and a short distance from the barge a small hover skiff, keeping pace with 
them. And on it... 


Yes. She could make out Chewbacca, Han, and Luke. Leia thought one of the other figures might be 
Lando, although the helmet made it impossible for her to be sure. That would mean that she was alone 
on this barge, and would have to rely on herself to escape. 


As if sensing her gaze, Luke turned to look at the barge. She knew he couldn't see her looking out, but 
she felt a certain connection. Perhaps it was his Jedi abilities? 


She was so focused on watching that she didn't sense Gugg return from the door, moving with deceptive 
silence for so big and bulky a creature. No sooner had she become aware of his presence behind her 
than his hands were on her back, shoving her forcefully up against the panels. As she yelped and tried 
to turn around, he grabbed the part of her collar that met the chain, holding her in place facing the 
part-open shutters. His other hand moved down, and she felt ice in her stomach as she heard him 
unbuckle his belt. 


"If you touch me, I'll tell Tukk," she threatened with all the menace she could muster. 


Gugg laughed, and Leia's heart sank. It was clear from the sound that he wasn't afraid of Tukk, at least 
not enough to stop him from doing what he felt like doing. Again she considered fighting back; they were 
alone in the hallway, she suspected he had locked the door, and if she won she could take his weapons. 
She ran the odds of her defeating Gugg while unarmed, in a narrow hall, and with him starting with a grip 
on her neck. They were so ridiculously poor she immediately dismissed the idea. This was going to 
happen; she just needed to survive it in a condition to make her move when Luke and the others did. 


"All right," she said, resignation in her voice. "I'll cooperate." 


With a satisfied grunt, Gugg moved both hands to her hips, first unbuckling her loincloth and letting it 
tumble to the deck. Then he gripped her waist tightly, and lifted her bodily off the floor. She grabbed for 
the wall panels, leaning against them for support as her feet left the ground. The big guard stepped a 
little closer, and then started to lower her down. Transfixed, Leia stared down at what she was heading 
for: his massive erection. The bumpy cockhead prodded the soft folds of her petals, and she swallowed. 
Then he dropped her down in one swift motion. 


Leia gave a strangled shriek as the cock that had taken her virginity impaled her once again. Her feet 
kicked impotently, just off the deck, as she was held up between the male organ in her pussy and her 
head and breasts leaning against the shutters. Still holding her hips, Gugg began to thrust away, his 
breath hot on the back of her neck. 


Stifling a cry, Leia stared resolutely out the shutters at the passing scenery, trying hard to think of 
anything else other than what was happening to her. It was difficult. By chance, the head of Gugg's cock 
was stabbing up directly into her most sensitive spot with every rough thrust of his hips, and the 
sensation was far more physically pleasing than she wanted to admit. She bit her lip and stared at Han, 
standing on the skiff next to Luke and the Wookiee. He seemed in good health, at least from here. She 
tried to think about what they'd do together when they escaped, but all that her mind could manage was 
to wonder how big his cock was. Probably not as big as the one inside her. 


A moan escaped her lips, and Gugg leaned forward to messily lick her neck. Luke was looking at the 
barge now, almost right at the spot she was in. Leia flushed in alarm. Surely he couldn't sense this? She 
pictured Luke being aware of her current position, somehow watching as she bobbed up and down on a 
thick green Gamorrean penis, her spread, shaved snatch dripping with her own slickness. Sensing the 
waves of pleasure as her deflowerer fucked her for the... was this the seventh time? The ninth? 


As appalling as it was, Leia realized to her shame that the idea of Luke watching this actually turned her 
on. That mental arousal mingled with the increasing physical stimulation as Gugg pumped away at her 
moist cunt, and to her horror she realized she was nearing a climax. No, she mentally screamed at 
herself. Don't you dare. Think of something else. Don't think of being fucked in front of Luke and Han. 
Luke's still staring at me. He must know. He must know that Gugg's cock... Gugg's cock... Gugg's 
enormous, thick, thrusting cock... 


Leia's back arched and she gave a gurgling cry as her unwanted peak came. She shuddered and 
trembled in the throes of forced orgasm, her cheeks crimson, her skin flushed and beaded with 
fucksweat, her eyes fixed on the skiff. All she could think of was whether or not Luke could feel her 
coming from Gugg's penis plowing the once-virgin soil he had pioneered. 


As her shaking slowed, Gugg's pumping hips sped up. She felt her body slammed against the shutters 
as he took her ever more forcefully, and soon her labored pants and his deep grunts were so loud she 
was sure they could hear it on the skiff. With a loud oinking noise, he came, his erupting seed geysering 
up into her womb. He shot jet after jet into her as she gasped and clenched around his spurting shaft. 
Then, finally done, he lifted her off his dick and turned her around. Setting her on the deck, he pointed 
to his softening, sticky cock. 


Still in a daze, Leia took it into her mouth and sucked him clean. Her now-practiced tongue licked the 
mixture of his semen and her nectar from his organ, and as she worked it began to harden again 
between her lips. His damn stamina, she thought to herself as it grew. Soon she was almost gagging 
from the tip poking down her throat, and he slid it out. She licked the last bit of cum from her lips, then 
slowly stood. 


As she did, Gugg advanced and spun her around. She didn't resist; instead, she put her hands on the 
panels and braced herself, taking a wide stance with her feet. The big guard took her by the hips again, 
and then Leia gave a short, strangled scream as he brutally thrust into her puckered anus. 


Tears of pain poured from her eyes as he pounded her, her sphincter straining around the meatrod 
violating her bottom. And along with the pain... Leia groaned as she realized that again, without any 
intention on Gugg's part, the head of his invading member was hitting exactly the right spot. Normally it 


wouldn't be enough to do much for her, but she was still high in her pleasure cycle from the first orgasm, 
and she could feel her body starting to flush and tingle. 


Her eyes jerked to the open shutters. Luke was still staring at the barge. She could almost feel the touch 
of his mind on hers, his presence in the Force. Did he know that she can just come? That she had just 
sucked her captor off? That, right now, she was... 


Leia moaned, the sound holding equal amounts of chagrin and arousal. She found herself pushing her 
rump back against Gugg, matching his assault with shoves of her own, grinding her ass into his pumping 
crotch. Stop, she told herself desperately. Fight the pleasure. Don't give him the satisfaction of... of... 


"Ahhhhhh!" she gasped, her head flying back. Her body grew hot, and she fought to deny herself 
satisfaction. She failed. With a low, shuddering moan, Leia came for a second time, her ass wriggling 
and grinding against her sodomizer as her pussy gushed a rain of her nectar onto the floor. Her rectum 
clenched around his cock, and Gugg abruptly came himself, filling her bowels with his sticky seed. 
Panting, Leia's face went a bright red with shame as she shook, trembled, and gasped through her long 
unwilling orgasm from taking her Gamorrean keeper's penis up her tight ass. She was sure Luke could 
sense it, too. That only added to the intensity of her climax. 


Her arms gave way and she fell forward to the deck, her ass still hiked in the air. Gugg just squatted 
over her, and finished emptying his balls into her rectum. Finally he pulled his dripping cock out of her 
sore anus, patted her on the head, and then snorted a long string of gibberish at her. 


She knew exactly what he was saying: | can have you any time | feel like it, and we both know it. And 
you like it. 


Flushing, Leia gazed up at him with dull hatred in her eyes. Part of her was convinced he was correct; 
that from now on he would service her at his whim and she would cooperate fully. The rest of her was 
adding him to the list of people who weren't going to be alive when the sun went down. 


Wiping his oozing cum from her messy, swollen snatch, she put her loincloth back on. Then, as Gugg 
jerked at her chain, they went down the hallway and through the door. 


Going up some stairs, they emerged into a large room filled with members of Jabba's court. The band 
was playing, and she could see Lyn Me and Trischa Secura entertaining the crowd with a pole dance. 
Gugg took her straight to Jabba's platform, attached her chain to the crimelord's dais, and departed 
without a backwards glance. Leia looked nervously at the Hutt, but Jabba seemed too busy watching the 
dancers and occasionally talking with one of his sycophants to pay any notice to her. His vile little 
monkey-lizard leered at her and made suggestive gestures, and she colored, remembering that it was 
one of the now sizable list of beings who could claim to have had sex with her. Repulsed, she turned 
away and walked over to the window panels, once again looking out at the skiff. 


She stayed there for a time, undisturbed, before realizing that Boba Fett was approaching her. She 
started to scowl before her colder, more ruthless mind took over. Instead she gave him a winning smile. 
"Maybe we've gotten off on the wrong foot," she told him. 


Fett laughed harshly. "You think?" 


"| may have been... overly critical," Leia admitted to him. "| guess | hadn't accepted reality. The fact is, 
I'm going to be Jabba's slave for life, and | suppose | need to make the best of it." She stepped forwards. 
"Your offer looks... more attractive now." 


"| thought you were Solo's girl?" Fett replied, sounding amused. 


"Solo's going to be executed in a few minutes," Leia said, smiling. "Why waste any time finding a 
replacement?" She moved closer still, and put an arm around the bounty hunter's waist. "| can make 
your nights very interesting. Assuming you can keep up with me. | can be a hard woman to satisfy." 


"Is that a challenge?" Fett asked, sounding confident. 


"More of an invitation," Leia told him, running her hand down his back. "Talk to Jabba after this is all 
over. Then we'll give you a trial run." 


"A trial run?" 


"If you can't make me come at least four times in a row, I'm not interested," Leia murmured, her voice 
holding raw, naked lust. "The Gamorreans can manage that. Can you?" 


Fett laughed. "I LIKE you, woman. It's a bargain. I'll soeak to you later." With a nod, he wandered off. 


Leia smiled, then wandered off to a corner near a sofa-like seat. She glanced down at her closed hand, 
the hand she had stroked Fett's back with, and carefully opened it. Resting in her palm was a complex 
piece of metal. 


Yes, Leia thought with malicious satisfaction, that was definitely the pin for the safety manifold on the 
jetpack. Dropping it to the floor, she subtly kicked it under the sofa and then wandered back to the 
window. 


For a time she watched the scenery go by. Then a tug on her chain sent her stumbling back to sprawl 
against Jabba's bulk. Her disgust showed on her face, making the Hutt chuckle. "In time, you will learn to 
appreciate me," the crimelord told her, raising a flute of wine to his blubbery lips. His hand groped at her 
thigh, and she shuddered, the memory of her frantic, agonized rutting with him returning with alarming 
force. Despite her recent servicing by Gugg, she found herself suddenly horny and craving relief, her 
cunt moistening and threatening to drip. Horrified, Leia fought the urges for several minutes until finally 
they died down. How long would the aftereffects of the chemical he had shot into her persist? Hopefully 
no more than a few days. 


She sat and endured his pawing, watching R2 circulate through the room with drinks and listening to the 
band. She accepted a glass of Synthehol rum and sipped it, surveying the crowd and the chamber. 
There were a few overhead lights, she noted, and light from the window panels, which were held open 
by powered pistons. The controls for all of this were located on top of a generator just off Jabba's dais. 
Interesting. 


It was a long ride out into the Dune Sea, and a tense one. Occasionally Jabba would call for her 


attentions, to feed him or bring him wine, or just to be stroked like a pet cat. Finally, though, the sail 
barge came to a halt. Leia moved to the windows to watch as the skiff with Han and Luke moved to a 
tentacle-filled, fanged pit. 


C-3P0 began to deliver Jabba's execution spiel to the prisoners. Han shouted back defiance. Leia 
watched, her heart in her mouth. Whatever Luke had planned, it had to be soon. 


But now Luke was being moved to the edge of the plank. He looked at the barge, and called confidently 
across, "This is your last chance, Jabba. Free us, or die." 


The barge roared with laughter. Jabba waved his hand, and the guard behind Luke started to prod him 
over the edge. The young Jedi leaped, and Leia's heart froze. 


Then he spun, caught the edge of the plank, and made an impossible vault up onto the skiff. Seemingly 
from nowhere, an object dropped into his hand, and ignited into brilliant, lethal green. 


A lightsaber! Leia wanted to cheer. He had another lightsaber! And now he and Lando were tearing into 
the shocked, completely unprepared skiff guards. 


Jabba bellowed in incoherent rage and shouted orders. "GET THEM! KILL THEM!" Pandemonium broke 
out as people rushed to the windows to watch. Leia stumbled backwards as Jabba yanked her chain 
violently to him. She could see Boba Fett rushing from the room, heading up to the top deck. Several 
other guards and bounty hunters followed him. Lyn Me and Trischa exchanged glances, and huddled 
under a table. 


Firing broke out from the top deck of the barge. Outside, she could hear the sounds of battle. It didn't 
sound like Jabba's men were having much luck. As things increasingly seemed to spiral out of control, 
many of the court rushed from the room, either to go aloft to fight or just to get out of the increasingly 
enraged Jabba's presence. 


Leia simply watched and listened like an experienced predator watching a weakened animal fall behind 
a herd. And soon enough, she judged that finally, after days of patient waiting and enduring violation and 
humiliation, the time had come. 


With quick, precise movements she suddenly sprang from her seat and yanked the levers on the power 
console, closing the shutters and switching the room lights off. Then she smashed the console in a 
shower of sparks. The room was now plunged into darkness, rendering the screaming occupants blind... 
except for her, thanks to her thermal smart lenses, which gave her vision of the room as if it were day. 


She had puzzled over how to execute Jabba several times, given her knowledge that she would be 
unlikely to get access to a blaster. Leia hadn't known much about Hutt anatomy but she did know how 
you killed them; she had done more than one impromptu assassination in her time, and had made it a 
point to learn the best ways to quickly kill most major sentient galactic species. In the case of the Hutts, 
their windpipes were closer to the surface than was probably wise, and could be vulnerable to 
constriction if enough force was applied. 


Without hesitating, Leia leaped back on the dais, jumped on Jabba's back, and looped her leash around 


his neck. As the blinded crimelord roared in shock, she clamped her legs around his body and hauled 
back on the slave chain with all her might. 


Jabba bucked and heaved, his eyes bulging, as she rode him and heaved away with all her strength. 
Her shaved pelvis slid against his bare back under the loincloth, and she felt a frisson of pleasure as her 
clit rubbed against his slimy skin. But more than that, she felt the release of her built-up feelings as she 
finally struck out. 


The Hutt flailed and gurgled, trying to shake her. She clamped her legs tighter and pulled. Not enough 
force... she wasn't physically strong enough! Snarling, Leia strained and yanked, her anger and rage 
flowing through her. Her will bent solely towards killing the filthy slug who had captured Han, enslaved 
her, and put her through unspeakable degradation. All the fear, all the hatred, all the shame of the past 
few days poured into one need: strangle Jabba to death. 


Suddenly Jabba's gurgles became far more pronounced. His thrashing intensified, and Leia hissed in 
anticipation as his eyes bulged and his tongue waggled spasmodically from his mouth. Pleasure flowed 
through her, from her frotting and from the delight of watching him slowly garroted. Die, she thought. Die! 


The gangster who had been feared by half the Outer Rim gave one last spasm, and then went still and 
lifeless. 


Feeling a deep, almost sexual satisfaction, Leia hopped off the dead mound of slimy flesh and dashed 
across the room to a waiting R2-D2. "Come on, we gotta get out of here," she told the little droid as he 
extended a welder and burnt the hated chain off her. R2 beeped in agreement, but then turned and 

wheeled back into the room. Probably going to get his counterpart, Leia guessed. She wasn't going to 
wait for them; R2 could take care of himself. Instead she dashed down the hall leading to the stairs up. 


She was halfway down the hall when she heard a roar of rage from behind her. Turning, she saw an 
infuriated Gugg emerge from the room she had left and charge her, obviously in no doubt as to who had 
killed his boss. 


Oh, shit, Leia thought. He was close enough that he'd catch her when she had to slow to ascend the 
stairs. That left fighting. 


As he drew close, Leia lashed out in a high kick, aiming for his weapon hand. The move took him 
completely by surprise, and the axe went flying from his grip. He attempted to grab her, and she ducked 
to one side, crouched low, and then delivered an elbow to his balls with the full force of her body behind 
it. Gugg grunted in pain and bent to grab at his crotch, and Leia surged up with a crescent kick that 
connected squarely under his jaw. 


That strike would have broken the neck of most human opponents. Gugg simply staggered back, gazed 
at her with mad, enraged, piggy little eyes, and then closed in again. She tried an axe kick to meet him, 
but he evaded and lashed out with a punch that she only barely managed to twist away from at the last 
second, leaving her off balance. 


He knows | can fight now, she thought coldly. Now he's taking me seriously and he's not going to be 
caught so easily. I'm in trouble. 


Gugg roared and lunged. Leia did the only thing she could do; she met the lunge with her own and 
attempted to use his mass and momentum to throw him over her. She succeeded, and Gugg went flying 
into the bulkhead behind her. Unfortunately, he grabbed her even as he did, and they both went 
tumbling to the ground in a heap. 


Rolling quickly over, Leia's hand lashed towards Gugg's face with two fingers extended, directly for his 
left eye. The big guard managed to turn his head at the last possible second, and her strike only 
damaged the edge of the eye, half-blinding him instead of being a potentially lethal thrust deep into his 
skull. Gugg howled in pain and leapt onto her, pinning her to the ground with his body. His hands 
reached out to wrap around her neck, and he slowly began to squeeze. Leia struggled and thrashed as 
her air was cut off and her vision began to dim. 


So this is how it ends, she thought unhappily. Strangled just like Jabba, under the fat bulk of the last 
person to fuck me. Blackness started to close in. 


Then Gugg jerked, and his hands slackened. He looked at her incredulously, and then toppled off her to 
one side. 


Tukk grunted contemptously, jerked his axe out of the back of Gugg's skull, and then leaned down and 
offered her a hand. 


With deep relief, Leia took it, and let him pull her to her feet. "Thank you," she gasped, massaging her 
throat and letting him hold her up with an arm around her waist. "| thought that was the end for me." 


Shaking his head, Tukk urgently pulled out a deck plan of the ship and pointed to the rear half. There 
was a small bay for an escape skiff marked on it, and he gestured for her to come with him. 


Firmly, Leia shook her head. "My friends are up there, Tukk. I'm going with them. This is where we part 
ways." 


He looked at her, and she sensed deep regret and disappointment. Then he nodded, and patted her on 
the shoulder. 


She smiled at him gratefully. "Thank you." 


Hesitantly, he leaned forwards, and brought his broad lips to engulf hers. She returned the kiss, and for 
a second they stood there, arms around each other, faces pressed together. Tukk's hand moved down 
beneath her loincloth, and she shivered in arousal as his thumb traced the slit of her labia. Her own hand 
stroked along the front of his pants, feeling the bulge of the thick, hard member she had ridden all 
through the night, remembering the pleasure it had given her. 


Reluctantly but firmly she broke the embrace. "Lyn Me and Trischa Secura are in the main room. Get 
them, and get out of here. This barge is about to become very unhealthy, | think." 


Tukk nodded, gave her one last look, and hurried down the hall. Leia watched her first real lover go and 
then, with no second thoughts, she turned and ran up the stairs. 


She found Luke fighting a melee on the top deck. He was busy slaughtering a small army of thugs, and 
she ran to the deck gun at his shouted instructions. As she aimed it at the heart of the ship, she saw a 
small four-man skiff depart the rear of the barge and sail away across the sands, heading for Mos Eisley. 
Even from here she could recognize Tukk, Lyn, and Trischa. 

Luke ran to her, and as they swung across to the skiff where the others waited, they kicked the fire 
control for the gun. Explosions went off deep within the belly of the huge craft, and as they picked up the 
droids and sailed away, the barge blew up behind them in a massive fireball. 

And that, Leia thought, is the end of that. 

"That was too close," Lando muttered. 


Leia turned to him, and pulled him off to one side. "Look," she whispered. "I don't know what you may 
have seen or heard in there-" 


"Princess, | didn't see or hear a damn thing," Lando interjected flatly. "That's all I'm saying on the topic. 
To anyone." 


She nodded. "Thanks." 


Then, turning to the others, she frowned. "Did anyone see what happened to Boba Fett?" she asked 
sharply. 


"Yeah, Han accidentally nudged his stupid rocket pack with a stick and it went off and took him ona 
one-way trip into the Sarlacc," Lando said, smirking. "So much for the fearsome bounty hunter." 


"You have to have seen that wrong," Han said irritably, rubbing his neck. "I've used the model of jetpack 
Fett has. They have a safety manifold specifically to prevent them from just going off if someone jostles 
them in combat. It's just not possible." 

"Imagine that," Leia murmured. Han gave her a sharp, suspicious look, and she smiled at him. 

"Nice outfit," Han said. "You pull it off well." 

"Don't get used to it," she told him. "As soon as we get back to the Falcon I'm getting into something with 
a little less skin and a little more underwear." She was not going to miss the ridiculous costume. It would 
also be a relief to let her pubic hair grow out again. She was keeping the nipple rings, though. 

"So, uh... what you said back there... right before we were caught..." 

"| meant it. And we will explore all the implications of it together. But later." 


"| think that went well," Luke commented to nobody in particular. 


The skiff sailed off into the desert, leaving behind the burning pyre of the galaxy's most feared gangster, 


a well-endowed Gamorrean guard, several dozen bounty hunters and riffraff, and a rather good set band 
who had definitely chosen the wrong gig at the wrong time. 


7 - Epilogue 
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All Part of the Plan 
by Emily Wintercold 


EPILOGUE 


"We're going to be landing soon, Senator. Uh, | mean, General." 
Turning, Leia smiled at her aide. "Thank you, Jorin. No sign of trouble?" 
"No, ma'am." He paused, a little nervously. "Were you expecting any?" 


"| always expect it," she replied wryly. "And I'm usually not disappointed. Just have the pilot keep an eye 
on the scopes and be ready to call for help from the base." 


"Y-yes, General." Not looking reassured, Jorin headed back for the cockpit. 


Shaking her head, Leia walked over to the mirror in her tiny stateroom and examined herself to make 
sure she would make a decent impression on arrival. A careworn but defiant-looking woman in her 
mid-40s stared back at her, brown hair tied back in a knot, body clad in a one-piece flight coverall with 
an insignia on the shoulder. 


Good enough, she thought. They're not going to be looking for a fashion model anyway. 


Despite herself, she felt a familiar sense of nervousness. She had been a major figure in the Rebellion, 
but she'd never had the responsibility of running the whole show. Now she was going to be the supreme 
commander of the Resistance that she and the others had managed to cobble together from the various 
groups and movements that had either been fighting the First Order or yearning to fight. She was 
confident in her ability to do the job, but it still made her a little frightened. 


Of course, it also made her feel a sense of anticipation. There were few things Leia thrived on more than 
being given an important job that absolutely had to be done well. Which was a good thing, because that 
had comprised most of her life. 


Not all of her life, she reminded herself. There had been her marriage. She had been careful to give Han 
enough of her time, and she knew that having that personal time with him to decompress had probably 
made her happier and more effective. She missed that, a lot. But her marriage was broken and Leia 
doubted it could ever be fixed. Han was gone, now, and it was likely she would never see him again. It 
would be easier to accept if she had ever stopped loving him. Sometimes mutual love simply wasn't 
enough, though. 


And the cause of the break... Leia flinched, pain moving across her face. She didn't know if she would 
ever see Ben again, either. Or in what capacity. Luke had been very clear about what had happened at 
the temple. She blamed herself. Foolishly she had hoped that Luke's training would help... she should 
have known better, should have known that it would only make matters worse. 


Enough of that, she told herself bleakly. You have a job to do. She had lost her husband, her son, and 
her career in the Senate, but she did still have a war to fight and win. Like always. She was positive that 
when she was ninety years old, if she hadn't caught a blaster bolt by then, she would still be fighting 
someone either politically, militarily, or both. 


She heard the landing cycle begin, and straightened. It was time to take up her new job. 


KKK 


"So far, I'm impressed, Commander," Leia told her guide was they walked through the compound. "I had 
expected things to be a little less... complete." 


Commander Ergrat chuckled. "| can't take all the credit. As you know, this used to be an old base built 
by the Alliance. It was never really used, and we don't think the Empire or the First Order knew about it. 
When we moved in, we found everything still pretty much intact except for a lot of dust. Some equipment 
was even still in the packing crates. Oh, we've had to do some refurbishing here and there and move in 
our own gear, but really that's been the easy part." 


"Hm. And what's been the hardest part?" Leia asked. 


"Patching together all these component groups and getting everyone on the same page," Ergrat replied 
immediately. "Look, General, some of these people have been fighting the First Order a long time. 
They're from ragged-ass little guerilla cells that sorang up on the worlds the Order occupies. They have 
their own way of doing things that they feel they learned through spilt blood, and they're paranoid 
bastards. And then you've got splinter units of the New Republic military who feel the Senate has their 
collective head up their ass and doesn't see the massive existential threat the First Order poses. They're 
professional, trained military men and women, some of them veterans of the Alliance, and most of them 
are sure they know how to do things way better than some untrained minuteman from the ass-end of the 
Outer Rim. And then there's the smugglers." The commander groaned. "Don't get me started on the 
smugglers. At any rate, forming a coherent network from all these elements has been challenging, 
especially since we still have to maintain a degree of decentralization to minimize the damage a spy can 


do." 


"| do know about smugglers, believe me," Leia told him wryly. "It sounds like you've got quite a varied 
assortment of people here." 


"Oh yes. Just on the base, we've got a Rodian noblewoman, a Wookiee operations chief with 34 
great-grandchildren, four veterans of the attack on the second Death Star, a Gamorrian bruiser, and a 
smuggler who claims she's the illegitimate daughter of Mon Mothma." 


Leia raised an eyebrow. "A Gamorrean? | haven't seen one of those since..." A slight shiver ran through 
her. "Well, it's been a while.” 


"He'll be in the line for inspection," Ergrat said. "Did you want to do that now, General?" 
"Yes," she replied. "Always best not to keep the troops waiting." 


They wandered out to a landing strip where many of the base's personnel were arranged in a ragged 
line. Ergrat called them to attention, and Leia walked slowly down the row of still soldiers and pilots, 
nodding gravely to each one. Some of them seemed painfully young to her, and she had to remind 
herself that she had been barely older than they when she had helped blow up the first Death Star. They 
definitely needed some training and discipline... but not too much discipline. 


She came to a bulky green figure and looked at him, wondering how she would react to meeting another 
member of a race she had such mixed feelings about. This one was older, one small horn broken off, 
dressed in rather conventional clothing of the sort favored by smugglers and starpilots rather than the 
primitive fur, leather, and metal armor of the ones she had known. He had a vocorder voice box fastened 
to his throat, presumably so he could communicate with his fellow Resistance members. Aside from the 
ages, Leia thought he looked a great deal like Tukk. 


The Gamorrean pulled himself up to stiff attention, and then suddenly stared at her. "Leia?" the voice 
box asked in a deep burr. 


Leia stared back. "Tukk?" she said disbelievingly. 


"YOU'RE General Organa? The one who brought down the Empire?" Tukk looked floored. "| wondered 
what had happened to you, but | never dreamed you were THAT Leia." 


"What are you doing in the Resistance?" she asked, still not quite believing it. 


"I'm part of the Hozibek Liberation Alliance," Tukk said. "When we merged with the Resistance | came 
here to do commando work." He gave a toothy, hesitant smile. "I'm older, but | can still fight." 


He didn't seem to have shed any muscle or gained any fat, from what she could tell. "I'll bet," she 
replied. 


"You two know each other?" Ergrat asked, looking confused. 


"We met during the Alliance days, during an operation that I'm afraid is still classified," Leia swiftly 
replied. "Tukk saved my life." 


Ergrat looked impressed. "You never told me you were with the Alliance, Tukk." 
"Like the General says, it was classified," Tukk smoothly replied. "| wasn't at liberty to talk about it." 


"It was good to see you again," Leia said. "Come by my quarters around 8, and we'll talk about the old 
days and catch up." 


"Yes, ma'am," the Gamorrean's voicebox said, a tinge of unease in it. 
Nodding, Leia moved on down the line. 
"You must have really gotten around in the Alliance," Ergrat whispered, impressed. 


"You have no idea," Leia murmured. 


KKK 


That evening, Leia was seated at her new desk when the knock came. "Enter," she said into the door 
comm. 


It opened, and Tukk walked in, carefully closing the door behind him. "General," he said, saluting. 


"Oh, stop that," Leia said crankily. "You don't need to stand on ceremony in private. I've got no patience 
for that kind of crap. Sit down." As he nervously seated himself in a chair in front of her desk, she got up, 
walked to the drinks cabinet, and poured two narrow flutes of wine. Keeping one, she set the other on 

the desk in front of him, and sat back down in her seat. "So. It's been a long time. Around twenty years." 


"Yes." Tukk rubbed the side of his neck. "Almost a lifetime." 


"It's good you can talk now. I've had questions that I've wanted to ask you for decades now. I'll start with 
the hard one. You fought for me in the sauna room. You killed Gugg to save me. You mostly acted like a 
decent being." She stared at him flatly, gaze hard. "So why did you sit on your hands when those three 
bastards raped me the first couple dozen times?" 


Tukk flushed, and stared at the ground. "What | can give you is an explanation, not an excuse," he 
slowly said through the voicebox. "You have to understand that | was not working for Jabba by choice. 
None of us were. Gamorrean society is based around the clan, and the clan leader has near-total 
control. Jabba had a contract for warriors with my clan leader, and he sent the Hutt the young males 
who he didn't want around for one reason or another. Some of these were criminals. Others were the 
sons of his rivals. Some, like myself, belonged to schools of thought he wished to suppress. Most of our 
pay was sent to the clan, and we were forbidden to leave the fortress without orders. Even if we did, 
where would we go? We knew nothing but Gamor, and the world outside was a barren desert, a 
hellscape to those from a planet like ours." He shook his head. "| Know we must have seemed like 
overlords, but in reality we were as much slaves as you." 


"Is that why the floors in our room..." 


"Yes. That and to keep anyone from killing a roommate in their sleep." Tukk grimaced. "Many of the 
males sent to Jabba were criminals already. Some of the others were not, but quickly picked up evil 
ways from the others and from the scum around the Hutt. A few of us didn't partake, but there were limits 
to what we could do. Gamorrean culture heavily involves consensus. Once the group decides, everyone 
is expected to respect the decision. Those who dissent are turned on violently." He looked at her. "If | 
had objected to what they planned to do that first day in the storage room, they would have ignored me. 
If | had insisted or tried to stop it via force, they would have beaten me unconscious and then done it 
anyway. Gugg was a bastard, but he was a dangerous, skilled bastard. A fight between us would have 
been a tossup. With the other two helping him?" Tukk shook his head. "There was no chance of victory. 
And if | had done that several times, they would have arranged an accident for me." 


Leia nodded. "But you helped me in the sauna. How does that square with that?" 


"Because | had an excuse that they'd understand and respect, then. If I'd just tried to tell them they 
couldn't rape you because rape is wrong, they'd have just been angry and dismissive. But by then, you 
had... uh... become my woman. They could understand me telling them to keep their hands off my 
woman. It wasn't viewed as unreasonable and none of my business." 


"Was that all?" 

He shrugged. "By then | was ashamed enough that | was willing to risk them killing me," he said. 

Leia nodded, thinking again how much he reminded her of Han in certain ways. "| understand needing to 
wait for the proper time," she said. "| was in the Imperial Senate. There were many things, horrible 
things, that | wanted to speak out openly against. That would have just gotten me killed or imprisoned, 
though." She sighed. "At least they're all dead. All but Gromo, | suppose." She glanced at him. "Do you 
know what happened to Gromo?" 

"Yes, actually. He returned to Gamor and got married, then worked as an artisan painting frescos. Kept 
climbing into beds that he shouldn't have, though." Tukk shook his head. "An Ogruutan trader came 
home one day and found him fucking his wife and daughter at the same time. Blew his head clean off 
with a blaster pistol." 

"Good riddance," Leia said with satisfaction. "Although | must admit he was a gifted artist." 

"Oh yes. He had several children, one of whom does courier missions for the Resistance. She's a fairly 
good starpilot, from what | understand." Tukk looked a bit worried. "| hope you won't hold him against 
her." 

Leia shook her head. "Given who my father was, I'd be a damn hypocrite if | did. What's her name?" 


"Er... Leia." 


She just looked at him. "What?" 


"Gromo liked to name his daughters after the more exotic women he... uh... Knew." Tukk looked 
uncomfortable. "| don't think she knows." 


"Wonderful," Leia muttered. 
"Are you really the daughter of Darth Vader?" Tukk asked, sounding a bit awed. 


"| really am," she replied. "And the sister of Luke Skywalker, Jedi Master. Also the last Princess of 
Alderaan by way of adoption." She looked at him and her mouth quirked. "That's what you were sticking 
it in." 


"Can you do magic? The Force magic, like the Jedi and Vader could?" 


"No. Not exactly," she said. "The Force is like muscles. Everyone has them, some have more potential 
than others, and if you never train them they stay weak and atrophied and can't do much. I've never 
trained in it." 


"Why not?" Tukk asked, curious. "It sounds like it would be very useful." 


"Well, there's two reasons. The first is that I've had an important, exhausting, full-time job since | was 
sixteen years old. Training takes a lot of time and concentration. You can't just do ten minutes after 
work. | simply do not have the time to go away for a few years and learn to be a Jedi. People need me 
here, doing the work I've dedicated my life to doing." 


He nodded. "What's the other reason?" 


Leia hesitated, then gave him a rueful smile. "When we captured the old Imperial archives | found out a 
lot about my mother. Luke takes after her. He's basically calm, he goes with the flow and adapts. He's 
an optimist who tends to assume that things will work out in the end as long as he does his best. When 
he was younger he was impatient and a little reckless, but that's worked its way out. Now he sees 
dangers, but rather than worrying, he just takes them into account in his planning." 


She shook her head. "But | take after my father. I'm actually stronger than Luke in the Force. But | worry. 
All the time. I'm often afraid... it doesn't stop me from doing what | believe needs to be done, but the fear 
is there. | get frustrated and angry. | have a deep capacity to hate... and to love... and | will go to great 
lengths for both. When | believe in something, | believe it passionately." Leia sighed. "In short, | am far, 
far more attuned to the Dark Side of the Force than the Light. I've manifested obvious Force powers a 
few times. Most of them have tapped the Dark Side. | don't dare train myself any further. The things 
Luke was taught seem to suggest that the more developed in the Force you become, the greater 
influence the two sides of it have over you." 


"Knowing oneself is the first step to wisdom," Tukk said, nodding. "Especially your weaknesses." 
"| don't know that it's exactly a weakness," she replied. "Many of those qualities have served me well 


over the years. But they're dangerous in an active Force adept." Shaking her head, she took a long sip 
of her wine. "So what have you been up to, Tukk? How did you get from palace guard to Resistance 


fighter?" 


"Well, after Lyn and Trischa and | escaped the sail barge we made our way to Mos Eisley. The skiff sold 
for enough to get us three freighter passages off the planet. We sort of drifted around the Outer Rim for 

a while, with the girls working as dancers and me working as a bouncer." He shrugged. "We didn't make 
a lot, but enough to have a decent place to stay and food to eat. Before too long Lyn Me and | were ina 
physical relationship." 


"That doesn't surprise me," Leia said, amused. "Lyn had some large appetites. Was she any good?" 


Tukk looked embarrassed. "Good enough. | certainly can't complain about the frequency or the 
enthusiasm. It wasn't like with you, though." 


She smiled, a faint blush tinting her cheeks. "Flatterer. And Trischa?" 


"She lived with us. We were just friends, though. | think she and Lyn were having sex occasionally, 
which was fine with me." He shook his head. "After Ryloth was liberated from the Empire and the dust 
had settled a bit, we moved there. Lyn Me got her old job back and resumed teaching and researching." 
Tukk snorted in amusement. "She was so happy. | hadn't realized how incomplete a personality she was 
without her work. But the rest of us..." He sighed. 


"Go on?" 


"Ryloth was not a place where someone like me could live easily. There wasn't much demand for 
bouncers, and certainly not for one who wasn't a Twi'lek. Every time | went out, people stared and 
pointed. | couldn't appear in public with Lyn for fear of hurting her career." He shook his head. "After a 
few months | told Lyn that | had to go. She understood. By then she had her pick of lovers anyway, 
although | know she had a genuine affection for me. Trischa... she visited the temple she had served in 
and tried to explain what had happened to her." A look of murderous anger passed over the 
Gamorrean's face. "They drove her out. Excommunicated her. | don't mean they simply stripped her of 
her priestesshood, they actually barred her from setting foot in a temple or receiving any blessing. They 
didn't stop there, either. She found it impossible to find any sort of respectable work. Lyn was putting her 
up in our house, but it finally broke her, and she left Ryloth a little after | did." 


Leia frowned, her own anger rising. "She deserved better." 


"She did. Anyway. | went back to Gamor for a month or two, just long enough to realize | didn't really 
belong there any more. So | returned to the Outer Rim and became a mercenary. Drifted along like that 
for a few years until a mining settlement on Hozibek hired me as the town constable. There were a lot of 
Garnoks working the mines, and they'd get drunk and unruly, and they needed someone strong enough 
to subdue a Garnok lush without having to resort to a blaster or stun baton." He gave a snuffling chuckle. 
"That was me. It was a good job. They'd never had a constable who didn't take bribes before, and | 
could see after a while that | was actually making a difference. People felt safer, felt more comfortable 
bringing problems to the law instead of solving them themselves. That felt really good. Like for the first 
time in my life, | felt that what | was doing mattered." 


"It's addictive, isn't it?" Leia agreed. "Making the world around you better." 


"It is." His face turned dark. "Then the First Order took over Hozibek, and my job turned into a nightmare. 
They wanted me to round up and report 'malcontents'. Then 'possible malcontents’. Then ‘family and 
friends of possible malcontents’. | played incompetent as much as | could, and when | had to finger 
someone, | gave them actual criminals instead of political enemies. After a while | joined the Hozibek 
Liberation Alliance. | was able to fool the First Order a while longer, but eventually they found me out, 
and | barely escaped my office ahead of the stormtroopers. Wound up spending the next few years 
moving from hideout to hideout in the hills, coming down now and then with a raiding party to hit First 
Order installations. After we joined the Resistance, our boss sent me here because as the only 
Gamorrean on Hozibek | stood out like a sore thumb." 


"Which is the last thing you want to do as a guerilla. He made a good call." She shook her head. "At 
least you're working for the right side now." 


"Yes. If I'm going to fight, it ought to be for a worthy cause." He shook his head. "I just wish | could have 
stayed as constable, back before the First Order." 


"Life often doesn't cooperate with us." Leia sighed. "So did you leave a girl behind on Hozibek? Or 
Gamor, for that matter?" 


Tukk shook his head. "It's hard for an honest constable to have a relationship in a town that small unless 
the woman is obviously interested in you to start with. Because of the power, and the implied threat. 
That's something | was sensitive about, given..." He shrugged. "As for Gamor, | was still on the outs with 
my clan, and the clan is the one who arranges a mate for you. Maybe if I'd stayed, but | didn't." 


"Interesting. I'd been going to ask you how other species compared to Gamorrean women," Leia said, 
her tone slightly teasing. "Too skinny for a proper tumble?" 


Tukk looked embarrassed. "| don't know. Look, Leia... the only women I've ever been with are you, Lyn, 
and a Aqualish mercenary | worked with who was killed about two weeks after we hooked up. | don't 
exactly have a wide experience." 

She stared at him, rather shocked. "Are you telling me that night in our room was your first time?" 


"Yes." He shifted uncomfortably in his seat. "| know you must have had many more experienced lovers-" 


"Tukk, the first time | ever had sex was when Gugg and his friends raped me," she interjected harshly. 
"I'd hardly call them lovers, although Gromo obviously had experience." 


"Oh. |... | hadn't realized." He looked away. 
"Well, now you know." She quirked a smile. "| hope | was an acceptable introduction to sex." 
"| thought | must be dreaming," Tukk replied honestly. "It was better than | imagined it could be." 


"That's a common male reaction to getting laid, | think," Leia replied, pleased nonetheless. "Did you 
keep in touch with Lyn?" 


"We talk now and then through subspace messages. Obviously less now that I'm fighting the First Order. 
She's doing well; big wheel in the faculty. She has a harem of men and women, including a Wookiee, 
and she throws a discreet invitation-only orgy every month. Sometimes she sends me, um, private 
pictures." 


"Really? Can | see one sometime?" 

Tukk blushed. "I don't know if that sort of thing would interest you." 

"You do know I've had sex with Lyn, right?" Leia asked archly, amused. 

"You have?" Tukk blinked. "I suppose | can share them, then. She's kept her body quite well." 


"| wish | could say the same," Leia said wryly. She could use a mirror as well as anyone, and while she 
kept in decent physical shape, she looked like exactly what she was: a middle aged woman with too 
much stress. 


"| think you look great," Tukk replied, and she was a little surprised to hear sincerity in the mechanical 
voice. "Just like | remember." 


"Only with twenty-odd years and more clothing," Leia said sarcastically. "But thank you. What about 
Trischa?" 


Tukk frowned. "That's not a pretty story," he replied. "Do you want me to tell you?" 
She had been afraid of that. "Yes." 


"When she left Ryloth, she got work in the Core Worlds as a dancer. Not an exotic dancer; | mean in big 
artistic productions. For a while she seemed happy, and Lyn and | thought she'd found her place. She 
had a string of girlfriends... humans, mostly. She settled on one who was a doctor at a fancy clinic. | 
have a picture of them somewhere, holding hands." 


He shook his head. "Then things started going wrong. She started missing work. You can't just miss 
work in jobs like that. They fired her. Then the next place she was at fired her. The relationship with her 
girlfriend soured; the woman wanted her to have a psychological evaluation and maybe get medication, 
and Trischa refused. From what | gather there were bedroom issues as well; things Trischa insisted on 
that the girlfriend wasn't into. They broke up. Trischa left for the Outer Rim." 


Tukk sighed. "She started dancing in spaceport strip joints to earn her money. Her attendance wasn't 
great, though, and she had to keep moving after they fired her for being a no-show. When she couldn't 
get that sort of work, she did a stint in brothels." He shook his head. "I visited her a few times, when | 
was still doing mercenary work, just to see how she was doing. | would have sworn she was a junkie of 
some sort, except she didn't show any of the physical signs. And | searched her room a couple times 
looking for her stash, and | didn't find anything stronger than alcohol. She wasn't a drunk, either; I've 
seen enough drunks in my time to tell one." 


"Is she still there?" Leia asked, pain in her voice. "Maybe | could send someone to pick her up and-" 


"No. Anyway, Lyn tried that already. Flew out herself, told Trischa that she could come live with her on 
Ryloth, offered to buy her a little place out in the wildlands overlooking the sea if she didn't want to be 
around people. Lyn has enough money, she could afford to support her without trouble. Trischa turned 
her down flat. About six months later she sent Lyn her goodbyes." 


"She killed herself?" Leia asked. 


"No. That would have been terrible, but at least | would have understood her thinking. She sold herself 
as a concubine to Ammdo the Hutt." Tukk shook his head. "| spent a month looking into that, and it was 
legit. No coercion, no kidnapping, it was completely her idea. She did research on the various prominent 
Hutts and chose him to approach." Tukk sighed heavily. "She's borne him several litters of Huttlings, 
three of which have survived past the age that they normally die. | guess she puts most of her effort 
these days into reigning over Ammdo's court and advancing the prospects of her three 'children'’, whom 
she dotes on. And, of course, pleasuring Ammdo. She sent Lyn a brief video clip of her concubine 
‘duties' with the Hutt. Lyn wouldn't say what it involved except that it shocked and disgusted her, and it 
takes a lot to shock and disgust Lyn when it comes to sex." 


"Oh, Trischa," Leia whispered. "That poor woman." 


"To be honest, from what we can tell she seems happier and more at peace than she's been in years. At 
least Ammdo isn't a vicious bastard like Jabba was. By all accounts he's pretty reasonable and peaceful 
for a Hutt, just a bit of a pervert. | just don't understand. Trischa hated Jabba. She hated her life in the 
palace. Why would she go back to a Hutt? Lyn told me she knew why, but she wouldn't explain." 


Leia, to her horror, knew as well. Even now, over two decades later, she would sometimes wake in the 
middle of the night flushed and drenched in sweat, desperately horny, craving Jabba's pulsing, pumping 
organ inside her. She would finger herself frantically and try to clear her mind, and slowly the insane lust 
would burn out of her veins. Han had occasionally commented on her ‘Two AM jungle ambushes' of him, 
back when they were still sharing a bed. She'd never told him that her mind had been on a grotesque 
crimelord, not him. 


And Jabba had only shot Leia full of the chemical once. From what Lyn had told her, he'd had Trischa 
over fifty times. What sort of urges must she have? What sort of haunted, unfillable needs? 


"It's probably better not to know," she said sadly. 


They sat silently for a few seconds, and then Leia shook her head. "On a brighter note," she said briskly, 
"let me ask you about that tattoo on your breast. I've been wondering what that damn thing signified for 
decades now." She looked at him, half-smiling. "You had better not tell me it's just an abstract 
decoration. I'll be deeply disappointed." 


Tukk smiled. "It's not. It was awarded to me by the head of my..." The vocorder cut off abruptly. "It 
seems the word doesn't translate. Philosophical group, maybe. Anyway, it was given to me for finishing 


a Survival trial in the wilderness. It means, 'Patient Endurance of Hardship’. 


"Very fitting," Leia murmured, pleased to finally have that mystery solved. 
"I'm sort of surprised you remember," Tukk said. 


"It would be hard to forget," she replied. "Do you remember that ultradermal brand under one of my 
legs?" 


"| do. It glowed in the dark." 


"When | got out, | went to get it removed, and they couldn't, not without surgery that would take time to 
recover from. At the time | was sort of busy getting ready to do little things, like blow up the second 
Death Star and topple the Empire." Her voice was sarcastic. "So what they were able to do was 
rearrange the ultradermal dye to form a new pattern. My first thought was the Alliance emblem, but a lot 
of good men and women have died under that symbol, and it felt a little disrespectful to use it given the 
location. So on the spur of the moment | just copied your design from memory and told them to use that. 
It's not like anyone ever sees it." Except Han, who had been driven crazy trying to figure out what it 
meant and why she had it. That was another benefit. 


Tukk stared at her, and then burst into roars of loud, oinking, snorting laughter. Leia watched, a little 
discomfited, faintly offended at his reaction. "What's so funny?" she asked irritably. 


Tukk struggled to catch his breath. "On Gamor," he finally gasped, "on Gamor, when a couple is 
married, the first thing a female does at the start of the ceremony is strip the male and see if he's earned 
any tattoos. If he hasn't, she designs one for him. If he has, she picks the one she most admires and has 
a duplicate tattooed on her own body." 


Leia stared, then burst into laughter of her own. "So we've been married for years and never knew it." 
"Well, it takes more than that, but we made a good start at it." 
"Right." Leia looked at him. "Tukk, do you enjoy your current role in the Resistance?" 


"| don't dislike it." He shrugged. "If | have one complaint, it's that | have nothing to do. We're still just 
sorting everything out, and we aren't exactly launching many commando raids from here yet, so | have 
nothing to do except sit around, stay in shape, and give pointers to the people who have less combat 
experience." 


She nodded. "How would you like to be my personal bodyguard?" 


Tukk looked startled. "I, uh... | appreciate the offer, General, but surely there are people more qualified 
than me on the base." 


"There are," Leia said bluntly. "On paper, there's at least fifteen superior choices. If this were the Rebel 
Alliance in the old days, I'd take one of them. But this isn't the Alliance. This is a brand new group 
cobbled together out of dozens of factions, most of which come with an uncertain amount of vetting. In 
other words, | can't be sure that any of those fifteen superior choices isn't a sleeper agent, or doesn't 
have a sibling or child or parent on a First Order world who can be used as blackmail, or doesn't have a 


secret gambling problem. What | need is someone | can trust who is competent with weapons and hand 
to hand fighting. Right now, you're the best candidate." 


"|... that means a lot to me. Thank you." He thought it over for a second, and then nodded. "I'd be happy 
to." 


"It won't be easy," Leia warned. "I lead from the front when it's possible. And there are a lot of people 
who want me dead. Commando work might be safer." 


Tukk grunted. "If | wanted safe, I'd be a farmer on Gamor. Just duck when | tell you to duck." 


"Agreed," Leia replied. She took a long sip of her wine, then walked across her room to the bed. 
Reclining on her side facing him, she toyed with the top of her collar, and then slowly unzipped her flight 
suit all the way down. 


"Well?" she asked challengingly, a wicked tone in her voice. "Aren't you going to guard my body?" 


Tukk's eyes widened, and then he grinned. Getting up from his chair, he approached her. "You kept the 
rings." 


She toyed with one of them, dangling from a rock-hard nipple. "You always did like them, didn't you." 
They had shocked the hell out of Han the first time she took her shirt off for him. It was his first hint that 
maybe she wasn't as tame in matters of love as he'd thought. She'd worn them for decades now, 
enjoying the sensation and getting a kick out of them being a secret. The only time she'd stopped had 
been when Ben was nursing... 


She swiftly banished those thoughts. 


Tukk pulled off his shirt and sat down beside her. "It's been a long time," his vocorder said. "How do you 
want to do this?" 


"Why don't you surprise me," she murmured. 


"Fair enough." He shrugged off his pants, revealing the same erection she remembered. Then he helped 
her peel off her flight suit, and knelt on the bed behind her, hands going to her breasts as his cock rested 
between her buttocks. 


"Not as firm as they used to be," Leia said, voice shaking a little. Then he twisted one gold hoop, and 
she gave a little moan of pleasure. 


"| like them just fine," Tukk said. He caressed her mounds for a time, then drew his hands down. 
"There's one thing we never tried. Why don't you kneel on the bed for me, with your head on the pillow?" 


She complied, going to hands and knees and then letting her head and breasts slump into her pillow. 
Playfully, she waggled her bottom at him, and gave a squealing laugh when he lightly slapped it. "Like 
what you see?" 


"Oh yes," Tukk replied. Putting his hands on her hips, he moved in behind her, and she felt the tip of his 
erection press against the folds of her vulva for the first time in over twenty years. 


How long has it been since I've slept with a man? she asked herself. Not since Han had left. She was so 
wet right now. "Take me," she whispered throatily. "Take me now, damnit!" 


"With pleasure," Tukk replied, and thrust into her with his full length. His body draped itself over hers as 
he supported himself atop her with his elbows. His hips began to pump away as she reached back to 
finger her clit. 


For several searing minutes the Supreme Commander of the Resistance lay and bit her pillow as she 
was fucked doggystyle by a thick Gamorrean penis, her ring-crowned breasts flopping and swaying back 
and forth as she was serviced. Soon enough her shudders and cries announced her climax, but Tukk 
continued to pace himself. As she panted and shook under his plowing of her long-neglected cunt, he 
reached up with his hands to stroke her sides and tug on her pierced nipples. 


"Should | finish in your ass?" Tukk asked, voice amused. 


"Tukk, d-don't you d-dare," Leia moaned. "Stay in my... in my..." Her words dissolved into an incoherent 
cry. 


"Lyn Me liked it in the ass," Tukk told her. "| never much saw the appeal." He squeezed her breasts. "| 
like the hole I'm in." 


Leia's response was co-opted by her second orgasm, causing the aforementioned hole to clench 
violently around the cock pounding it. As she trembled and gasped her way through it, Tukk began to 
reach his limit and sped up slightly. More and more of his weight came to rest on her back, and finally he 
stiffened, jerked, and came. She felt his hot, sticky seed bubble back into a womb that had seen its 
share of Gamorrean semen. 


Slowly, still linked together, the two flopped over on their sides. Feeling content and happy. Leia reached 
back to stroke his broad hip. "That was good," she murmured. "You always did know how to please me 
in bed." 


"| could say the same," Tukk replied. "I've dreamed about this for years now." He put his thick lips to the 
back of her neck. "Is this going to be a regular thing?" 


"Oh yes. For the moment." She patted his thigh. "I'm not going to lie to you; I'm in love with a man who | 
can't have any more. Our marriage.... disintegrated. Badly. Right now | just want someone | like and trust 
who will fuck me to satisfaction on a regular basis. That's it. Take it or leave it." 

"I'll take it." He chuckled. "That tattoo between your legs says you're my wife, anyway." 


She laughed. "A proper Gamorrean matron." 


"A proper Gamorrean matron wouldn't be so hairy." Tukk reached out and brushed his fingers through 
her sticky bush of thick pubic fur. "You grew it out again." 


"Did you like it better shaved?" 

"| did," he admitted. "It gets in the way a bit." 

"Just for you, I'll shave it again," Leia lied. Actually she was going to shave it for the same reason she 
had in Jabba's palace: because for the foreseeable future she would be regularly, messily fucked by a 
thick Gamorrean penis that would drench her snatch and pelvis with large amounts of sticky Gamorrean 
cum, and it was a lot easier to clean without hair. But if there was one thing Leia had learned during her 
marriage, it was that it never hurt to tell men that something you had planned to do anyway was being 
done specially to make them happy. "Since you like me that way." 

"It'll make it feel less like bestiality," Tukk said, amused. 

"Are you implying I'm an animal?" Leia asked mock-severely. 


"Perhaps of the hairy, sleek sort," Tukk teased. 


"| haven't been sleek for years," she replied wryly, then slid his length out of her by wriggling up. "And if 
you wanted no hair, you should have stayed with Lyn Me." 


"Did you really have sex with her?" 
"And Trischa. At once." Leia smiled. "It wasn't completely my idea, but | won't say | didn't enjoy myself." 
"| wish | could have seen that," Tukk said. 


"Pervert." Leia laughed. "Maybe if we ever see her again, the three of us can have an interesting night 
together. | know she'd be up for it." 


"She would." Tukk chuckled. "Did you want me to stay, tonight?" 


"Better not. People might wonder." She tossed him his clothes. "Anyway, I'm not as young as | used to 
be. Coming twice in one evening is enough to wear me out." 


"| hear that." Tukk dressed. "I'll let you handle the paperwork for the bodyguard assignment." 
"Typical male," Leia grumbled. "They screw you and leave you to fill out forms. Out." 

"If | come by tomorrow, will | be invited inside?" 

"All the way inside," she replied, voice laden with promise. "I'll open for you." 

Tukk smiled. "General," he said, saluting. Then he turned to go. 


"Damnit, call me Leia," she growled at his back. "Or woman, wife, bitch, wench, lover, goddess, slut, or 
whatever you call the person you're sticking it in. Save the General for in public. It's even worse than 


being called Princess or Senator." 
"Understood," he replied, and carefully let himself out. 


Leia sighed. She hadn't been planning on doing this, but in the moment... it had seemed like the thing to 
do. Han was gone, but she was still a woman and still had very definite needs that were not being met. 


And Tukk made her incredibly horny. He'd shown up in her fantasies for years now. Usually he would 
show up as she was being ravished by Gugg, fight him for her, win, and then she'd show him her... 
gratitude. It amused her how over the years Gugg had moved in her mind from being a figure of fear and 
oppression to the warm-up cock for her erotic daydreams. 


Humming happily to herself, she walked across the room, took a power razor and a small hand mirror 
from her grooming kit, and then sat down on the bed again. With a faint smile on her face, she began to 
shave the sticky clump of pubic hair off her labia and box. 


"I'm an older woman now," she murmured to herself. "So instead of being gang-fucked by Gamorreans, 
I'll have to settle for spreading for one every night. Maybe a few times every night." One side of her 
snatch was bare now, still slightly damp. "Maybe mornings, too." 


Still humming, the Princess-General continued to remove her bush, mind inventing increasingly perverse 
ways to give her middle-aged but eager body to her new mate. Between this and getting the Resistance 
up and running, it was going to be an INTERESTING period of het life. 


